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THE BURNING OF THE CITY HALL, NEW YORK, AUGUST 18, 1858. 
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IE AT THE CITY HALL 

fer midanignt, the 
pe city were aroused by the ery that 
the City 7 im Was on fire. e tire caught from 
some remains of fireeworks whieh had been dis- 
charged from.the top of the building. Shortly 
after midnicht, the fire was detected by the bell- 
rinver, who tried to ring the bell, but was batiied: 
by the smoke an¢ heat, The reporter of the 7imes, 
the nearest newspaper office, thus describes the 








scene: 


“In a few minutes 
and with a considein 
Five m 
and from appearances it was 
to stay near the bell, which, it will berets 
in acupola in the t of th rye t J 
Gistance from it. Up to this time searcely a d zen fit - 
mien had ascended the reof ¢ 





utes aft r, t 





buildiig, ands 





» ‘ lw r 
t w uly the telegraph 
» tie Gistant or even the near- 





» of an ens 
he flames were 
and from the cet 
main buil : 





” At te T 2 
brakes were heard, by v 
ing out of all sides of th 
window of the upper story ¢ , 
stream was directed into this window, but it was a small 





burst- 





ne. 
** As the flames climb 
was curious to observe birds fitting 


a up to the top of the cup 


d it, and p 












our windows, circling nearer to the fire, thon darting off 
again affrighted. The red-hot hands of clock, anda 
long bolt that helped to support it, fell about _ time, 
shying throngh the air. One of them struck the Hall 


an's feet, but did not hurt bred . At 
of Justice stood surrounded aud 
wrapt like a martyr in the flames. The balances a min- 
ute after whirled around and fell. Then she glowed as 
if made of iron, and at 1:15 (eil with a crash through the 
tower. The fulling of the clock was not noticed in the 
confusion. By this time a rope had been hitehed to the 
bell-clapper, and a general alarm was sounded, which in 
a few minutes was responded to by the arrival of several 
engines. 

* The illumination at this time paled all that the pre- 
ceeding evening had seen, The ornamental heads that 
surmounted the columns_sround the tower scowled in 
and nothing but the skeleton of the whole 
There were no clouds in the sky, 
tar was to be seen. At 1:40 
City Hall shot up aways, 

Several Roman 
ving evidence that 





roof clo-e by a firen 
one o'clock the statue 


the light; 
structure remained, 
but from our window not 
a rocket from the roof of 
but twisting, turned off and exploded. 
candles went off at a still { 
fire-works had bern left und carelessly after the illu- 
mination. At 1:35 the greater part of th: tow r fell in, 

* As it was failing, seven birds flew pratt within the 
burning skeleton. The gilded eagle on the pole in front, 
and a corner of the bell-tower, were now all that remained 
on fire above the roof. It was aiter the fall that one 
engine managed to throw a full stream almost up to the 
eagle, and the centre of the flames, seeming for a while 
to put them out.” 














About three o'clock the flames were finally sub- 
dued by the persevering e:orts of the firemen. 
When daylight broke it was discovered that the 
cupola and part of the roof adjoining were destroy- 
ed, but that the flames had done comparatively no 
dainage to the interior of the building. The whole 
injury, it is expected, will be coveret d by an outlay 
of 330,00). No lives were lost. 
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THE ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH. 

In order to satisfy the universal demand for informa- 
tion on the subject of the Atlantic Telegraph, we shall 
publish with next number of the Weekly an 

ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH SUPPLEMENT, 
ef sixteen pages—price Five Cents—which will contain all 
the information that any one can desire on the subject, 
together with the following, among other illustrations: 
I. AN ADMIRABLE Portrait or Cyrus W. Frevp, 
Wit A EIOGRAPBICAL SKETCH 
PorRtTzaiT OF Prorrsson Morse, witHa 
SxetA@, anv PLANs or ms INSTR: MENT. 
Ill. A Picrurg or Tue livGcurs TeLtecrarn IN- 
STRUMENT BY WHICH THE ( ABLE WILL Pprob- 
ABLY BE WORKED, “ITH Description; 
Pictcres or Bains, Lovse's, anp TUE 
ENGLISU INSTRUMENTS. 
IV. Severan l’iotures ILLustTrating Tur 
OF THE NEWFOUNDLAND CABLE 
V. Tue Teiecrara PLATEAU, AND NOW THE 
CABLE WAS LAID ON IT, WITH A FULL AND 
CLEAR AccouN’. 
VI. PLAN smOWwING A Srction or tur Borrom or 
THE ATLANTIC, AND EXPLALNING WHY THE 
CABLE WAS LAID WHERE IT Is 
VII. Inucstzation oF brooke s Drer-Sra-Sornp- 
ING APPARATUS. WIT WHICH ALONE THE 
Drer SEA CAN BE SOUNDED, witn LxpLa- 
NATION. 
VII Tus Attantic Trirerarn Caste, witn lr- 
BOCRIPTION; THE ‘NEWFOUNDLAND LE: 
THE CABLE BETWEEN URPORDNESS 
HaGveE; THE CABLE Aczosa Tue Miss! 
PI; THE CABLE BETWEEN DOVER AND CUs- 
TEND. ETC., ETC 
IX. Picrvuzes or Tiiz Vorace or Tur * .\Gamen- 
NON AND “ NIAGARA” TO THE NENDEZVOUS, 
AND THE STORM ON THE WAY. 
X. *P.tcinG THD CABLE IN Mrp OCEAN. 
XI. licty :£ oF THE **AGAMEMNON™ IN TUB FRAR- 
“TURM. 
tAtr or Mn. FP verrrt, anp PLANS OF HIS 
JAYING OUT INSTRUMENT. 
XII. A forrratr or tus Governor or NEwWFoUND- 
LAND. WiTd A-BIOGAPHICAL SKETCIL 
XIV. lierves or ruz ' ge 
aT 7 





IL. A 








R ALSO 


LAYING 











TION OF THT ‘* NIAGARA” 
With AN ACCOUNT OF THE 





OUNS, 
BAME 

XV. A‘ iew or Varrwtta Bay, Inenanp, wit Dz- 
SCRIPTION 


XVI. A View ov Trixivy Bay, NEWFOUNDLAND, 





WwitiH | gscuirrion 
XVII. Porrmart or Carraix Hupsox or Tum ** Ni- 
AGARA.” 


XVIL. Prorvge or THe JunuMisation at New Yorg 
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IN COMMEMORATION OF THE SUCCESS OF THA 





CAL . 
XIX. ALuscory or THE ATLANTIC CABLE. 
XX. CALiGaTeres oF TUL WHO WOTLDN 
LIEWR IN THE Cauiz—or Mx. lbrown, be- 
FORB AND AFTEL, ETC. 














Together with Mr. Field's Journal, and a copious and 
accurate history of the whole enterprise, dowa to the 
present moment. 

The whole for Five Cents. 


FIRST TRAN 
MEssAt 





SATLANTIC 
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THE 





it was fuolish to expect that the 
ich were to pass between the 
Qneen and the President would be any wiser 
or more brilliant than other peop le’s m-ssayes. 
But this was ceriainly the general beiiet Lyv- 
ery body felt sacisiied that two such potentates, 


ch an occasion, Would transmit sentences 


| agrencesanp 


messales W 








worthy of being preserved in letters of gold. 
And every body 
which were sen: wet 
cost the telezraphisis in sendi.g them over the 


now admits that the messages 


: not worth the labor tlie 





transatlantic wire. 

There is this to be sail in favor of her Ma- 
jesty’ lf i: is not brilli nal, or even 
strictly grammatical, it is not impertinent or 
absolutely silly. It tells us nothing that we did 
not know before; but it does not tell us _ 
thing that we can dispute or deny. If it rouses 
no euthusiasm, it excites no derision. 








nt, oro 


It idles 
generally undersiood here and elsewhere that 
the Queen is a sane woman, people are not 
thrown into paroxysms of any kii id on being 

told that she felt a deep interest in the s 
of the telegraph enterprise, or that the wire will 
prove a new bond of union between two kindred 
nations. If she had not felt an interest, or had 
not seen that the wire would prove a bond of 
union, she would have been a simple ixiot. 
still, under the circumstances, considering the 
taid formalities which characierize roval couris, 
and the novelty of her Majesty's position, it may 
to conclude 


success 


be as safe, as well as charitable, 
that she might have found it difficult to indite 

a message that would have been proper wiihout 
cing commonplace 

The resident occupied very different ground. 
He was untrammeled by courtly etiquette. ile 
was trained to the use of the diplomatic pen. 
The experience of a lifetime had developed his 
faculties to the highest degree. If there lives 
a man who mizht be expected to say the right 
thing in the right place, that man is James 
Buchanan. Yet we are bound to say t 
reply to the Queen's messaze is not only a 
commonplace and dull as the royal letter iisclf, 
but is—what that perfurmance is not—actually 
silly and impertinent. 

The congratulati ns on the success of the 
cable, and the hopes that it will prove an ally 
relizion, and commerce, were 
‘The gist of the President's 
cluding lines, in which lie 





to civilization, 
matters of course. 
message is in the con 
expresses the wish that all nations would unite 
in a declaration that the cable shall be kept 
neutral in the event of future wars. It is using 
mild language to say that this sentence is as 
otiensive to reason as to good taste. The fu- 
ture governance of the cable, in an internation- 
al point of view and ia the coutingency of w 
is cle at) a matter of international liw, to be 
a Ja ted by statesmen and setticd in treaties. 
‘To seize the prese nt moment to force tu 
¢ Queen's notice, and to try to extort 
ve litical pledge or order on the 





e sub- 





j ct on tau 
lrom ler soine 





subject, is like » lend you 
money wlicn you are lis claret over 
his mahogany ight well 
have slipped ion 
about Central America or the sauion of 
Vancouver's Island. There is da 
place for all things; and the moment of hearty 


1 > os 
narked the success of the 


enthusiasm which 
cable was certainly not the time to atiempt to 


acy Waich un- 





outs are the “ations” 
Suppose France 
nian’s proposal ; 


entrap the Queen into diplomatic concessions. 

But the taste which prompted the remark is 
even less singular thaa the fil 
derlies it. Where are the nai ions which are to 
concur in a declaration that the cable shall be 
1cutral 2? One end of the cable rests in Ireland 
— British territory ; the other in Newfoundland 
—LBritish terri:ory ; the middle in two thousand 
fathoms water. Whereab 
to exercis? authority over it? 
and Russ sia a.ree to Mr. Bucha 

ir declarations be worth? 





bushel of the 
as weil declare that; in the event of 





war, t 
be neutral; or that, in the like contingency, the 
New York Cente ral Railway should be free to all 
belligerents. Mr. Buchanan might as w@l issue 
a declaration in reference to the neutrality of a 
high road in Ge y as any foreign nation, 
save only Great Britain, in regard to this ocean 
elegraph. 

te e hope and trus 


n Which the exclusively Br 











that no occasion will ever 
) control of 





ari 
the wire can prove incouvenient to 
We should be glad io 
formally pledged hers 
the line, or to take advantage « 
dice. But we are sorry tha: th pte set should 
have been opened in the in 
more sorry still that it should have been 0; ened 
in a manser that can hardly fail to provoke the 
ridicule of the keen-witted publicists of Europe. 


his couutry 


i liad 





teal 


1 
ie 








[Avevsr 28, 1858. 
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Tum season is now far enough advanced. to 
warrant calculations with regard. to the fall 
crops and the fail trade. ‘The prospects of 
neither are very cheering. 

It seems.pretty certain that the fall crop of 
breadstutfs will fall short by about 25 per cent. 
of the crop of last year, and this though a con- 

siderably increased area of laud has been this 
year laid under cultivation. In many parts of 
the West, as in Iowa and the vicinity, the crops 
have suffered severely from excessive rains and 
inundations. Nor is this the wurst. Euiope 
havinsz the price of grain is low, and 
the gain to the farmer wiil be reduced more 
Had the loss occurred after 
erous years it might have been 
rfaily than it can be now—sue- 
es the di-asirous fall of 1857. 





full crops, 


than 25 per cent. 


a series of pros] 
] ] 





borne more che¢ 
eveding as il do 
‘Lhe ouly poiat from which any comfort for the 
un be derived is the cheapuess of trans- 
tion, wiich flows from the intense compe- 
tition among the railways and canals. Produce 
be sent trom the West to the sea-board more 
j present than at any former time. 
It is understood that a couple of weeks a.o 
the Government at Washington anticipated 
revival ia tvade this fall, and fondly hoped to 
see such an increase in the custums revenue us 
would enable the ‘Treasury to dispense with the 
second half of the twenty million loan. It is 
now clear enou.h that these hopes will not be 
‘Lhough the city is fi ull of Western 
caution on both sides is operating 
seriously business. ‘The shoriness of 
the crops warns the country dealer to restrict 
his es hg the revulsion has shaken tlie 
faith of the city merchant in all country cus- 
tomers. It is probable that between the two 
the sales of merchandise in this city will be 
simaller this fall than they have been for years. 
We must wait a little louger for the revival. 
Next year, if be re- 





cheaply at 





es 
re.lized. 

merchants 
against 


all goes right, trade will 
s, and the country will 


stored to its old channel 


be all tue betier for having waited. 


AN EXCEPTION TO A GENERAL RULE. 

We are assured by a ce rrespondent that in 
the censure lately passed in these columns on 
the United States Consuls in the East we did 
injury to M. de Leon, United States Consul at 
We are told that M. de Leon is 
and a conscicniious 


Jerusalem. 
an active, energetic man, 
ofligial. We are very happy to hear it. He 
will shine the brighter by contrast with his fel- 
low-consuls. ‘That the United States Consu!s 
throughout the East, and in mans 
rove as well, are, as a rule, neither fitted 

their character nor adapted by their education 
or habits to render useful service to American 
commerce or American citizens travelin 
that many of them owe to the American flag 
lity trom due pu : 
that many are 
and worthless; finally, 


le 


parts of ku- 








nishment for grievous 
notoriously vicious, dis- 






honest, 
they e, as sore a disyra 
American name as even the attachs to our 
foreign embassies, every honest and iut 
gent traveler will bear witness. If M. de Leon 
be an exception, so much the better fur him 
and for us. 


cowardly, 
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BRADY'S PORTRAITS. 


the r 


ator Sev 





famous photographer of 





me Washing gton. Mr. Brady's photo- 


York : 
graphs of celebrat d men will soon ha g in ev- 





ery drawing-room. ‘They are fine works of art, 
and wonderful likenesses. 


A PEEP AT SARATOGA. 

sRATOGA, August 19, 1858. 
Struty the Journal of Cirdizawon should inform 
its numerous readers as io the state and progress 
of our civilization in this the most famous and fush- 
ionable watering-} lace of the New World. I have 
on here for a brief space, and have jotted down 

a few things for your columns. 

‘** The United States” holds on to its prestige of 
fashion. Many of the Upper Ten are there, and 
many who rise to the surface of society, as does the 
froth to the top of the fermenting vat. Trench 
cooks go there as counts, and pretty milliners pass 
for on shters of millionaires; and bushy-lipped 
\ 


een known to pass for Southern bar- 





barbers have 


risters. <A walk through its parlors and around 
its porticoes, about eight o’clock in the evening, 


give you some ¢ harming views of fashions and at- 
titudes! Oh! if the God of Nature had only form- 
ed -onie of those men and women as they have de- 
formed themselves, they would brave all the rig- 
ors of Arctic seas even with the faint hope of gei- 
ting rid of the humps behind, and of the protuber- 
ances before, and of the peculiar bend and leer of 
a dandy, fresh from the barber, when addressing a 
fair lady! And if a common-sense bachelor could 
only sce, as I saw, a young widow of New York 
dressed for a fancy ball so as to represent Madame 
Pomp:dour, and standi.g for exhibition for half 
an Lour in the parlor, like the wax women in 
Broadway windows, his astonishment would be 
used up! he:e would be at least one woman in 
i 1 he would not want for a wife! The 
idame R , with her train of artists 
in the singing and dancing professions, is sadly 
missed from the front portico, She was an insti- 





he W 





t 
} 
A 





ng 





um! 




















tution of Saratoga in the month of Augugts and 
Who now, rules * Queen, of the May?’ 1 could not 
discover, waless it was a certain widow, mest in- 
tellizent, agregalle, and natural, of, Washington 
Square. If she was not queen she ought te be. 
Union, and Congress Halls are now, as they have 
always been, the resorts of the more sober and sub- 
stantial vis itors, whose good sense and, manners, 
like their cash, are always current. In the parlors 
and porticoes of these Halls you meet with-minis- 
ters, lawyers, julges, governors, and men of sense 
and wealth, with their wives and daughters, who 
need neither gay plumagemor livericd servants to 
get them into good society. They are in it already, 
and neither pretense nor gilding would be of any 
use tothem. It would be like gilding the gold or 
plating the silver, And it is quite refreshing to 
see the wives and daughters of such as simple as 
possible, while Vrs, Parvnu and: her daughters, 
from ihe Fifth Avenue, are swelled to the dimen- 
sions of the famous umbrella of Daniel Lambert, 
minus Daniel himself. Their bodies are to their 
skirts what the handle was to the said umbrella. 
There is one sight quite painful to witness in 
these saloons of Saratoga, to which I can only al- 
lude. Some years since I inquired who certain 
ladies were who were seen promenading on all oc- 
casions with any variety of gentlemen, sometimes 
with one on either hand, with whom they kept =p 
a most voluble and apparently exciting conversa- 
tion. I was toll they were widows, and young 
ladies of a certain age, in search of partners. I 
have seen these same ladies going the same rounds 
within a few days, and apparently as young and 
cular as ever. I regretted their want of 
success; but they may yet hope, as their blushes 
are as fresh, and their hair as Llack, and their teeth 
as white, and their forms even more graceful than 
they were on the first day I saw them. It would 
really wer as if the fabled fountain whose waters 
inated had been discover: d, as gray-headed 
1 women have almost entirely disappeared. 
has come when age p'ows no wrinkles, 
uply a preju- 





as si 














The ti 
and lets the hair alone; when it is sit 
dice, not to be regarded, save when it bec 
and the knees. None 


now of age—they only die when the stream 


mes so 


violent as to affect the eyes 








of life, like the Taunton waters, Lecomes so feel:le 
that it can net even run down hill. You may be 
certain the progress of civilization is wonderful in 
our day! 

A word as to another side of things in Saratoga. 
Many ministers I have seen there, the very orna- 
ments of the Church and of the hind. And sev- 
eral di-courses have I heard to crowded audiences, 
most decidedly of the right ring. And Saratoga 
is the place of all others for ministers to preach the 
simple Gospel. Metzphysical . quisitions are out 
of place there, when pe eo 1alf filled with Con- 


I 

















gress. And so are sermons an atl ng when the 
hou owded und the iometer at 90°. The 
peopl h once never d e to hear 
them again e son nisters of the 
**Faney Steck” « | who leave tra- 

| of . small in state 





ditions behind ther 





out 
es them from 
ere informed, 
» pastors that he might 
j reach in the morning, as he had 
n which he wished to preach and many of 
the people wished to hear!! The sermon was a 
splendid failure—a much ado about nothing—and 
is yet laughed at as “the Spread Fagle Sermon,” 
as a puerile exhilition of vanity. The fewer such 
‘swelled heads,” as they call them in Kentucky, 
preach in Saratoga the better. They use the pul- 
pit as certain venders of quack remedies do the 
rocks along our railway s—to advertise themselves 
They are ministers to-their own vanity. 
there whose picture, if tru- 
srace to the youn- 
. tite thin, narrow 
the temples, rather low in the forehead, 
weak in the knees, buttoned to his: hin, with a cross 
1 his breast, which might be seen through 
> left for the purpose in the buttoning 
le had, Lesides, a good nose of his 
as surmounted by almost invisible 
spectacles. He had a quick step, a most patron- 
izing air, and a way which seemed to say, ‘‘ I am 
more holy than thou!” I thought I could guess 
his tribe; but to be certain | asked, ** Who is 
that?” ‘* Oh!” said one who knew, with a smile, 
‘*he is a Puseyite priest, recently come home, who 
thinks you are all wrong unless found in the path 
of which Dr Pusey is chief keeper, and to the door 
of which he holds one of the keys.” I thought as 
nuch from his appearance and regimentals. Such 
men are all cast inthe same mould. I have never 
seen one with a finely-formed head, with a broad, 
expansive forehead. They seem all to have beex 
originally designed for milliners, but were spoiled 
in the process of making. What a pity they were! 
A word as to another side of things in Saratoga. 
I mean the prayer-meetings at nine in the morning. 
They formed the most delightful services of the 
kind that I ever attended. They continue but for 
one hour. There all Protestants meet to sing, to 
exhort one another to love and good works, to nar- 
rate the goodness of God to the various branches 
of the Church all over the land, and to pray. In 
these services may be heard the Methodist, Pres- 
byterian, Baptist, Episcopalian, Lutheran—gov- 
ernors, judges, lawyers, ministers, merchants, me- 
chanics—all speaking the same language and unit- 
ing in the same supplications before the same God. 
Never did we see on earih a more delightful type 
of the Church in heaven. It is worth a visit to 
Saratoga to attend one of those mvetings of prayer. 
There are two classes of people that may well 
afford to go to Saratoga, First, invalids—the wa- 
ters are fine, purifying, and invigorating. Con- 
gress is the most wonderful s spring known ; and it 
is only one of many of varying “qualities, all of 
which would be wonderful in the absence of the 
Congress. Secondly, sensible people — fools and 
pretenders are soon discovered. The people there 
seem to find out every thing about every body; 
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eveal the weak points of those 





and they love tor 
who think they ma nd to be sensible because 
they keep a servant ia livery. Were larich dunce, 
I would sport my trappings on the east end of 
Long Island, or down toward the mouth of the 
Delaware, where I would be admired by the igno- 
rant’ but I would never go to Saratoga. “ Why 

‘ I will reply by narrating an inci 





not ? y - 
dent ’ said I, pointing to a large lady 
dressed in richest style, her arms, breast, lingers, 


and head splendid with gold and dismonds, ** ho 
is that lady?” ‘She is the wife of a successful 
mechanic,” was the reply, “who made thoney hy 
speculations. Like some trees, sic is only valu- 
able for her bark; and she is as ignorant as she is 
fat.” ‘* How have you found out her ignorance ?” 
I asked. ‘ Why, I heard her say a little time ago 
to her husband, ‘ John, why hain’t ye told Dick to 
have round the carriage, the children am sick for 
aride.’” I was satisfied. I would advise dunces, 
however numerous may be their dollars, to keep 
away from Saratoga, unless they desire their fame 
spread over the country. VIATOR. 














THE JUBILEE. 

Never has typography been so excited. 
er have foremen been so put to their wits’ ends to 
devise imposing headings for the incredivle news. 
Never have the newspapers so seemed to shout and 
emit jubilant war-whoops in print as. during the 
last few days. The state of things must carry off 
the news-boys by hundreds. It is a kind of per- 
petual extra—an eternally freshest and last edi- 
tion. Never, certainly, since the newspaper has 
been the important institution into which a few 
ye 's have developed it, has it been the expression 
of such universal and profound joy as at the tri- 
umph of the Telegraph. 

But vainly the largest, and longest, and black- 
est, and most Old En-lish and German Text type 


Nev- 


toils after the theme it aims to celebrate. Vainly 
Queens and Presidents exchange messages, and all 
the orators in all the towns and villages of the 


continent unchain their most ungovernable rhet- 
oric. Vainly editors vent leaded leaders, and po- 
ets sing, and aldermen dine, and fire-works sputter, 
and sweet chimes peal out at noon. The thought 
of the mystic victory over time and space achieved 
in the realm of darkness and silence and death—in 
the green vaults of oi livion—is no more to be ex- 
pressed than the mind’s delight in its own thought 
—than the soul’s joy in the consciousness of its im- 
mortality. 

This triumph is another bead told upon the ro- 
sary of human power—another proud assertion of 
the supremacy of man over the creation—another 
sugyestion of his divine origin. Man is the Prince 
Fortunatus of the fiiry tale—the Aladdin who owns 
the lamp—the athlete whose feet are shod with 
swiftness to outrun the winds. Steam made half 
of fairy lore a part of daily experience ; electricity 
completes the work, and makes the Arabian Nights 
historical prophecy. With what reverential pride 
sang the saintly George Herbert, of whom Mr. 
George Duyckinck has lately given us so admira- 
bie a biography : 

“ For us the winds do blow, 
The earth doth rest, heaven move, and fountains flow: 
Nething we see but means our good, 
As our delight or as our treasure, 
The whole is either our cupboard of food 
Or cabinet of pleasure.” 





—_—__—_—_ 
**Gronrcrtown, D. C., Aturust, 1858S 
“My prar Locncer,—Permit me to send you 
the following for your approval or disapproval. 
“Yours lovingly, AGrico.a Raxpo..” 
THE ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH. 
“Our sires fought on many a bloody field, 
Long years ago, to conquer independence 
From Mother England, and refused to yield 
Though threatened often with her direst ve 
And now our Cyrus binds us to her faster 
By one small rope which nothing can dissever; 
Another Field, at last, with no disaster, 
Unites us to our Mother—Ict us hope forever!" 


reance. 


— 
THE MESSAGES. 

For two people to make a how, shake hands, 
and say ‘‘ How d’you do?” with the whole world 
looking on, breathlessly expectant of some august 
burst of eloquence, is a trying situation for a mod- 
est man and woman. Nothing they can possilly 
say will in the slightest degree satisfy the morbid 
expectation of the spectators. The anticipation is 
akin to that with which neophytes approach Ni- 
agara. They look to see an ocean pouring in va-, 
pory vastness and splendor out of the sky; and 
when they see a river falling over a precipice there 
is almost an ache of disappointment. 

For many months it has been known that the 
first messages over the ocean-wire would be the 
mutual salutations of the President and the Queen. 
So when the cable was really laid, and the burst 
of joy that hailed it was somewhat spent, there fol- 
lowed the delay in transmitting intelligible com- 
munications, and the feverish interest of the peo- 
ple in the probable messages of the two heads of 
nations. ; When the imperfect report of the Queen’s 
arrived ‘t required all the jubilant good-manners 
inspired by such a phenomenal occasion to prevent 
a feeling that the good fraternal results of the tel- 
egraph had been partially paralyzed by the formal 
and frigid courtesy of the Queen. But when the 
day brought the completion of the greeting, it was 
so dignitied®and hearty and appropriate that all 
hard feeling immediately vanished. 

The response of the President is not so happy. 
Especially the last clause, which alludes to hostil- 
ities, is unfortunate. ‘The occasion is one of per- 
fect amity. The two nations, kindred in blood 
and language and civilization, grasp hands under 
the sea. It is an act of intimate friendship, an 
embrace in which every thought of possible differ- 
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' 
becoming enemies ? 
| one hardly likel » be 
ious of Chri n” 
occasionally co to war, they will tax their ingenu- 
ity to injure their foes to the utmost—for what is 
War out ive attempt of one na cK inoth- 
jer byt ns Of damay } s and 
| pro vr i, n, I \ ’ th 
United Sta l wherever s 
can. If i | ica during 
awar 0 i t i! Ss e 
of i lt of the 
neuirall ¥ Of tiic tcles ta 
war, and so make the I’r s 
liowever, under the cil ’ neces we ought to 
be grateful that the messages were so good and 


grammatical; and Iect us hope that the Telegraph 


itself will help hasten the day wheu nations will 
learn War no more. 
Feta ae 


THE TELEGRAPH IN ENGLAND. 
Tur London journals received the news of the 
success of the layin with 1 


But they said 


g of the calle ss display 
of imposing type than ours, 
very excellent things upon 
though the Jims gave a more striking 
heading to the account of the fites at Cheri 
than to the story of the wire, yet its leader very 
poli of the two 
events, the military splendor at Cherbourg and 


the occasion; and al- 
London 


urg 


itedly contrasted the sicnilicance 





the solemn promise of international peace made 
by the cable under the sea. 

The civic jubilee, however, seems to have been 
less than ours. We do not learn that the London- 
ers have turned down Westminster Abley in hon- 
or of the glorious triuu.ph, nor even the Mansion 
llouse. And a warm-hearted Yankee writes home 
privately : 

** News of the laying of the Atlantic cable ar- 
rived here yesterday morning ; and some of the 
morning papers say there is great excitement on 
the suvject. But some of the morning pipers lie! 
Phere is no iLumination, no jollitication, no hurrah 
of any kind. It is a solenmly di 
although moving about in the heart of Loudon, for 


“gusting fact that, 





the thirty hours since the reception of the dispatch 


news, yet 1 have only heard one man speak of the 
matter, ad that min was @ dan P 
_—-- —— 


UNKNOWN CELEBRITIES. 


ars that we are to have another of the 


Ir appe 





famous sin. ers whose name is entirely ney lhe 
announcement is made that the distinguished p tua 
donna unites genius with shill; and, as we have 


in ad- 


before known singers to Le praise¢ 
eall willing and 


never 
vance by Manapers, Ol Course We i 
eager to believe. ‘ihe adyent of world-renowned 


artists, of whom nobody ever heard, is 





very frequent in our annals, Who is 
Coison 2? Who has ever heard her sing: 
be really a great sin.er why has sie not made her 
mark in London, Paris, or Si. Petersburg ? ‘Those 
are the three capitals that crown singers. lhey 


have their deputed ears and eyes in all the opera- 


houses of the world, and when a really strikis 


talent appears it 1s seized and appropriated tor 
those clit 
Viardot, ¢ 
velli, Grisi, 
but not a yreat singer—are the really famous prime 





:arcia, Alboni, Persiani, Titiens, ¢ 
: iccolomini—the last a pretty aciress, 


donne of the day. Besides these there ure a great 
many sweet and charming vocalists. When they 
come to us and prove their powers, let us graut 
them generously, and bestow the laurel. But who 
wants to succum) to an advertisement—and, above 
all, a theatrical advertisement ? Let us remember 
poor Musard, and be 


wise. 








Musard perished (popularly) of aggravated puff- 
in Now, advertising is 0 ut ouly fur good 
wares. Teople think, sumetim that Barnum 


ucceeded by advertisin:; but it was by advertis- 
ing something worth the pains and t expense 
Suppose Jenny Lind had been a poor singer, couid 

y conceivable quantity of skillful putlery have 











dhak I we were pep- 
ore lit i! liow we 
in ws i the papers 
( il cr th 
i! dvor—how he cat i ( el _ 
how | vas pla on ¢ i 4 j l 
on ! Al las! he is pla- 
Cu \ il! ii Cer- 
tai tion | tinst | in, 
for actions lied a t sard, Hewa 
jit lie died of wind and print- 
er 
And now the cheerful impr 
are politely called—are makin 
fur next year. 


Vie wish th 





our own interest—the best lu 


hope they may persuade some great sin.er to come 


But we h yp 





over and charm us. ey will 


their pockets and our pati 


pare 


the nutter oO 





written upon walls in London—* No rubbish shot 
he re ’? 


a 





DICKENS'S LAST LETT 
Terr was never a great scandal so promptly 


suppressed—at least at a distance—by a word trom 





one of the persons most interested, as in the recent 
ip about the separation of Dickens 
about it in the //ousehod 


case of the gos 
and his wife. iis card 
Words was frank, and manly, and conclusive. 
Every body knew there must be a great deal that 
was not said. Parents do not part after more 
than twenty married years together without a 
depth of tragical history that is not to be easily 
sounded. 

But it is evident that the little whispers of busy 
tonzues in London have been stinging Lickens to 
the quick. He could not bear it, and he has au- 
thorized the publication of a private letter which 
treats the subject more in detail. ‘his is a very 
great mistake and misfortune. The first card was 








euce is smothered. Why, then, speak of fighting ? 


cal.ed for, and it was a gencrous shield of his wife 





of congratulation, rec- | as well as a conclusive defense of their conduct, 


Rut the last letter is a kind of justification of him- 

if and cons quent in I lication of his wife, which, 
however properly he might have breathed to a 
ost an outrage when published to the 








| friend, is alu 
| 
| world. 


to think of the seething current 








of Litter feelin : which dows through the veins of 
iety, and which is betrayed by 

bhacker and Yates, the cir- 

h produced his letter of Dick- 

ens, and the Bul scandal, It seems not at all 


cloth should 


anu 








take the view of the case w hich is indicated in his 
etter. Howem we help looking at the preacher's 
life? If he preaches in a stol out, how can we 


cure for his homily against stealing ? 


—_ 
A LETTER FROM THE WEST. 
* Arron, Intrnors, 1%5 

‘To the Lounger. 

nber for the 10th instant that 
s lolling-place is occupied 
Iwi o wit, Ene, who, havi 
om a flying Westward trip, drops a@ (ine 


other half, Chang, in which line 





“1 opserve in the Nu 
t Lounger 











one of the Siamese 






ol/s to his 


pressions of Western beings and doings are 
‘ng is a ready and racy describer, and 
he thus minded, treat the myriads of Harp- 
ail our land; and 
é first sought 


bundle 





s with delightful sketches of 


notes would be among th 








the express wagons shouk »w out the 


of Liarper at each of the th 

*I shall be in mood of rejoicing whea I ha 
your correspondent returned to his own home, an 
force of salt zephyrs and half a dozen cool nights of un- 
disturbed rest, became again united to his normal con- 
At the period of the writing the 





pusauds of 1 








dition of healthfulness, 
atc 
were plumply manifest; 11 

* Vexatious delays, bad toud, and irregular feedings 


ual and 


ucinnati, unqualified symptoms of d 
ther, they w 


sketch, 


pepra 
e cons ud, 

had developed the disease to such degree that vi 
it impressions were often embraced aw 


l 
1 wish to call attention to one paragraph, and cor- 














rect, perhaps, in some degree, an u nipre u which 
ui occupy miuds of readers, and es y as the 
ulers of déarper are every body, aud every body should 


] 
led astray, even in matters of minor interest. 











not be 
Mr. En; ‘ After lying for Jour hours we were 

é n by the rengine, and breu ht to that eary lit- 
t in its his- 





tyrdum of Lovejoy. 


ve remarked that the rails lie upon the 
west rough a valley, 80 as most easily to ap- 





proach the river, aud give travelers the advautage of 


é lilinois town, Alion, which hag Wut one J 
he maity ; 
l 
| se proximity to the steamer when they leave t 


e cars, 


.o important portion of the town can be seen from the 


rack, even in dayteome—Mr. Eng pa gh in the 
ight, aunoyed by his late delay, and dict lly dis- 
iurbed. Were such resources suflicient from cl to 
lraw publicly-aunounced conclusions t hig the 
‘ ? 
* Again, is it a fault of a multitude of towns that they 
wali? Annililate the small towns, and who wiil 


upport the Manhattan Giant? 


(Permit me here to remark that Alton merchants,oc- 


a most enviable mercantile reputation in Gotham 
—~qualed by fiw.) 


* The * one Jact in Aiton 





iled by none 








8 history 


en “ 
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| stories, having cost in its erection some seventy-five 
| thousand dollars, has a full corps of instructors, the 
most complete appointments and concomitants, and ec- 
} Cuples & position second to none, 

“ Within a radius of twenty miles is the fruit-gardem 
of the world. ere, and nowhere else, is produced the 
luscious, melting peach, weighing twenty-four ounecs, 

Ve have eaten peaches, fresh from the tree, en the 4th 
July and on the last of October, 

“If Mr. Eug will attend one of our pomological exhi- 
bitions, we opine his sense of dreariness would for the 
hour evanish. Will he come? ALTON." 

—The Low ug, who, happy dog! 
is douvtless playing the partot Tom Dyce with the 

| , 


lovely and queenly Cleopatra who writes in the 
present |eek/y her expericnce of life at Nahant, 
can not but be pleased by the letter of ** Alton,” 
It is generous in “ Alton” to perceive the probable 
occasion.of Eng’s somewhat hurried, perhaps flip- 
pant, sentence upon the Illinois city. The facts 
mentioned in *‘ Alton’s” letter are interesting and 
valualle, but its great value and moral are that 
it seems to remind travelers who rush by the out- 
sides of towns at midnight, and reproduce their 
impressions in print, that they should take care 
not to imply more than they say—not to spit a 
flourishing little town upon the point of a para- 
graph. 

At the same time, no one will acknowledge 
more readily than * Alton” that the sins of the 
fathers will always be visited upon the children; 
that, for instance, the emotions of a thoughtful 
traveler in Geneva will always be flavored a little 
by the remembrance of Servetus. 

‘Lhe Lounger, however, does not mean to discuss 
or deny, but thanks his correspondent for his letter 
and its kind interpretation of motives, which a 
personal acquaintance with his friend Eng would 











Ir. Eng, is the ‘martyrdom of Lovejoy 

| ‘True; t was au incubus to the prosp y 

} tl ace fo —ti.e just suffered with the unjust | 

Tue populs 1 of Alton was then some three thou- 

| id; and iu those days (twenty-one years ago) all Mis- | 

|} sissippi Liver towns contained ciements wuich could be 
moulded by the evil-minded into vessels of great 1 
or. Perhajs it was not apparent to friend Lng that the 

n have disbursed more gold for the 


citizens of this ton th 
r i for the 











furtherance of civil and religious liberty, a: 
eu ance of institutions for the promotion of truth and 
ighteousness, than any people of their number and 
wealth in the United Siutes. Such is the fact. 


“The more public benefactions of one of the twelve 
fully six isand 


us to an equal 





ations 
dollars annually, while 7 
made. We 


dreary little e age 
reary little congres erag 








amount ar 

















. 
‘ Nearly all the persons who were recognized as being | 
aiders « ettors of the crime of the night of the 17th | 
November, 1537, left the place « low ‘ r 
** Jossibiy sume cities of clevated 7 ibe | 
named in which small crimes have | = mitted and 
aimost forgotten, | 
* Oue year ago last sprit a t 
eral ¢ vention as 1 in this city, and | 
delegates were some 0 1 tras d cx ive } 
on this and on the other side of t \thu . end w 
remarked that portions of our city pre ted vic fully | 
equaling in beauty any ever before or elsewhere witness- | 
ed. Similar remarks have been made by many who were 





ed to judge and to insti 
invited to call on the wi 


next trip to the dreary little 


L., after obtainir 





tary admission w.ll be made 
the views affo ded him, that Nature was lavish of land- 
scape beauties when she fitted up our locality 

* Permit me now to write somewhat statistically. Alton 
contains a population of twel thou-and 
blocks only are compactly built, the tov 
» river, and more than a mile 








eight or ten 





n extending one 


and a half miles along the 








back and over th lis; two steam printing- ses—one 
being Hoe'’s improved —two daily papers, five weekly, 
one monthly; one I ery, which has executed the 
finest and best specimens of work yet exhibited in the | 
Union; five founderies and machine-shops, one of which 


is not excelled in ) where; eleven pub- 
lie schouls of the 
which is the cathedrs 


mitaining organs, and one 


appointments an 
: twelve churches, one of 
price, five of the 
churches ¢ of them the finest 
instrument yet erected in this country (mot the larges‘) ; 
hant flouring- mills, capable of producing 
twelve hundred ba.rels of flour per diem, one of which 
mills cost over one hundred thousand doliars; 
dred mercantile establishments of various degrees of 
of quite small fry; lager Lier 
ient abundance. 





is bisho 


three met 





one hue 








note, besides a quantity 
and other -aloons, in auf 

“Some sixty houses contain piano-fortes; we have 
three dealers in piano-fortes, organs, and meclodeons; ten 
or twelve teachers of these instruments; our streets and 
houses are lighted with gas, and water-works will seon 
be commenced. Three completed railroads point to this 
pace, and a fourth is in course of construction. 

** We have five or six importing houses, and compara- 
tive statistics have been compiled, showing that a larger 
amount of business was done in this city than in ary 
other of its equal in population of which statistics could 
be gained. 

* At two miles distant is situated Upper Alton, with 
three thousand people, and which is the site of Shurtleff 
College. 

** Monticello Female Seminary, four miles distant by 


hoth railroad and plaak-road, is a stone srueture 45 four 








not, he hopes, destroy. As for that luxurious 
| fellow—who was so unconscionable as to quarrel 
with a hundred and one degrees of Fahrenheit— 
may the queenly Cleopatra not spare him! May 
she bowl, bathe, drive, ride, and flirt with him in 
the softest moonlights, in the brightest mornings— 
upon the hardest beaches, upon the loneliest piazzas! 
May she waltz with him to the most alluring 
music, until he shall humbly repent of ever hav- 
ing thought that there were any disagreeable places 
or unhappy circumstances in the world! 
Then * Alton,” and the Lounger, and Chang 


himself, will be amply revenged. 








THE LOUNGER's LETTER-BOX, 
* Wasninerons, D.C 

“WILL you, dear Mr. Lounger, commiserating my pa- 
tience, have the goodness to inform me what the Bulwer 
you purpose doing with * What will he do with it? I 
have several times declared | would not read anothe? 
line until it was completed; but considering that {t was 
possible I would never have an opportunity of perusing 
any part of it if I abided by this resolution; and being 
deceived by a cursory glance at the installment (@ very 
small one) that appeared in the Weekly for July 17th, inte 
the belief that you had decided to serve up a little more 
than a ‘tickling of the palate’ at a time, I commenced 
reading, under the impression that there were two pages 
of * What will he do with it? end was half a colunim deep 
in an interesting description of some newly discovered 
yins’ before I discovered that Sir Edward had 
abruptly deserted me. 

**I am confident, Mr. Lounger, that it is not your fault, 
for I have formed the opinion (whether correct or not) 
that you are one of the ‘go-aheadatives." I would, as 
an intense admirer of Bulwer, like to have my query 
answered —What will they do with it? 

* Respectiuily and truly yours, 











‘cold d 


8. Hi. 8."° 


—“S. H. S.” knows, of course—‘or Bulwer has 
told us—that the stery is tinished and in the hands 
of Blackwood, Does he not also see that, by di- 
viding the monthly parts, the pleasure is provided 
forthe reader? Suppose that the Weebly 
should print the whole of a monthly number of the 
novel in one paper, does not 8. HS. think there 
would be a loud outery from the readers? “ What 
will he do with it?” bears cu'ting up into small 
portions remarkably well, But the patience of 
the Lounger’s friend and corre: pondent will soon 
be relieved, and then he may swear off from all 


weekly 


serials, if he thinks he can, 
—A nameless seuds a letter describing the 
delights of country life, which she has been enjoy- 


ing with **Cousin Fr 


irien 


nk, and Tom, and pretty 


Mollie Clark,” and begging the Lounger to send 
every body for a week into the country, “ for every 
one ought to know what a world of Leauty he lives 


in; and how, pray, is he to find it out, shut up in 
dirty, dingy New York?"' Voor New York! Yet 
no city in the world, of equal size, is more happily 
more generally healthy. 


situated for health, of 


—‘* A Constant Leavin” writes, from Friend- 
ship, in Maryland, a eulogy of the Lounger, and 
of the Weekly and Monthy, which modesty for- 
Yet it is very pleasant to hear, for it 
is very doubtful if there were ever a child who did 
not like honey, although the saccharine element is 
much too concentrated in it. It is natural that 
such a friend as this correspondent shou!d be dis- 
turbed at not receiving the poper and Magazine 
regularly ; but the Lounger Legs to present his par- 
ticular compliments, and to state that they are 
regularly mailed, and that our common Uncle 
Samuel must be the delinquent in this case, 


bids, etc. 





—_ tA. J. G." a little poem, ‘*A Sad Pic- 
ture.” It describes a father whose wife bas dicd, 
and left him with a child to care for. The subject 
is one that would make the motif of a novel, and 
Thackeray has touched it exquisitely in his Colonel 
Newcome and Clive. The intention of ** A. J. G.” 
is better than the poetry. 


send s] 


—L,. E. K.” does better. But does she not see 
that the measure required alternate rhymes ? 


“TI would not wake thee from thy dream of pleasure, 
I ask not for thy love while here we stay; 
I know thou art mine own, when time no longer 
Shali hold us prisoners in this house of clay. 
And in that better land to which we're Tastening, 
Where things of time and sense shall bear no piace, 
Thou then wilt know me, as I know thee ever, 
And we will speak, beloved, face to face" 


en EEE IE, CET EE 
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THE TELEGRAPH PLATEAU. 
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SECTION, EAST AND WEST, OF THE BED OF THE ATLANTIC—LAYING THE CABLE ON THE TELEGRAPH PLATEAU. 


Tur first of the two illustrations on this 
page presents a view of the surface of the 
great oceanic plateau, or table-land, along 
which the telegraph wires have just been 
successfully laid. The last is a sectional 
view of the bed of the Atlantic (north and 
south), showing the relation of the elevated 
ridge to the remainder of the ocean bed. 

The soundings across the Atlantic be- 
tween England and America, first begun by 
the United States Government, and since 
verified by a British expedition, demon- 
strated satisfactorily two most important 
facts bearing upon the possibility of suc- 
cessfully laying the oceanic wire. These 
were, fir&t, the existence of the clevated 
level we here illustrate, which at once took 
the name of ** Telegraphic Plateau ;” and, 
second, the remarkable fact that in the 
ocean depths there is an absolute absence 
of current or motion of any kind—so that 
the wire, however small, being once laid, 
there is no danger of its destruction by abra- 
sion or chafe against the bottom surface. 
From the series of soundings obtained by 
Lieutenaut Berryman, in the United States 
Steamer Arctic, stretching from the coast 
ef Newfoundland to Valentia Bay, in Ire- 
land, it appears that the depth of water on 
the plateau nowhere exceeds two miles; 
and that there is, from a point a little to 
the eastward of the middle, a gradual slope 
toward each terminus, with but few irreg- 
ularities, Along this ridge, so providen- 
tially arranged to facilitate the greatest 


~ . 





BROOKE’S DEEP SEA SOUNDING INSTRUMENT. 





achievement of modern science and ener- 
gy, there appear to be no rocks or jagged 
points to endanger the safety of a cable; 
nothing, in fact, but a deposit of soft mud, 
which under the microscope proves to be 
composed of myriads upon myriads of mi- 
nute shells, each separate and entire—thus 
proving that there is not, in those depths, 
even sufficient current or motion to de- 
stroy, by abrasion, these fragile structures. 

Not least remarkable, in connection with 
this subject, is the ingenious contrivance 
invented by passed midshipman (now Lieu- 
tenant) John M. Brooke, by means of 
which it first became possible to obtain sam- 
ples of bottom from any depth of water at 
which the lead could reach bottom. The 
accompanying illustrations will sufficient- 
ly explain the operation of this machine, 
which is known as ‘ Brooke’s Deep Sea 
Sounding Apparatus.” Hitherto it had 
been possible to obtain depths or sound- 
ings, but impossible, owing to the necessa- 
ry slightness of the line and heaviness of 
the shot, to bring up specimens of the bot- 
tom, the shot being always detached. 

B, in our illustration, is the staff “‘ arm- 
ed” at its lower end, where there is a small 
cavity, C, for the purpose, with soap or tal- 
low, to which armature a sample of the 
bottom clings. A is a common cannon- 
ball, which has a hole pierced through its 
centre. Itis held in its place on the rod by 
the slings D D, which slings detach them- 
selves when the machine strikes bottom— 
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SECTION, NORTH AND SOUTH, OF THE BED OF THE ATLANTIC, FROM THE CAPE DE VERDS THROUGH THE AZORES AND THE TELEGRAPH PLATEAU; 





and not without; thus leaving nothing to be haul- 


ed up but the light rod, at whose extreme the arn 
ature holds a sample of the bottom. With this 
contrivance specimens of bottom have been ob- 
tained from a depth of more than two miles. The 
ocean is nowhere on the plateau deeper than 12,000 
feet, which at its side soundings have been obtain- 
ed of 24,000 feet. The surface of the plateau is 
now thoroughly and faithfully mapped out, from 
Lizutenant Berryman’s survey. 

It will be noticed that the sketches of the plateau 
and ocean bed are not mathematically correct ; that 
the depth of the water, in both, is out of proportion 


a 


THE ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH—THE 


to the length of the scene represented ; that the wa- 
ter-line is represented as straight, whereas it is a 
curve, ete. It was impossible to avoid these in- 
accuracies. To be mathematically correct, a plan 
representing a section of the telegraphic plateau, 
in which the water-depth at the deepest part was 


KLY 


‘* AGAMEMNON” ON HER BEAM ENDS. 


| 
| 
j 


| 


THE ‘“ AGAMEMNON” LAYING THE 
CABLE. 


Tue illustration given above depicts the Aga- 


| memnon in the terrible storm she encountered in 


given as half an inch, would have required to be at | 


east 33 feet long: on the scale on which the water- 

depth is depicted above, the picture, to be correct, 
ought to be over 100 feet long. We trust that this 
inaccuracy will not prove more deceptive to our 
youthful reader than those equally inaccurate but 
delightful scientific toys called orreries. 


THE ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH—FIRE-WORES AT 


laying the cable. How severe the gale was may 
be inferred from the following telegram from Va- 
lentia to the London 7'mes: 

‘‘From the time the Agamemnon left Queens- 
town, on the 18th of July, until she joined the rest 
of the squadron at the rendezvous in mid ocean on 
the 29th, she experienced a continued succession 
of heavy winds. ‘The'splice was successfully made 


Wuel 


haere au 
Bt 


on the afternoon of the 29th, and the ships started 
toward their several stations. On the evening of 
the same day a breach of continuity occurred in 
the cable which lasted one hour and a half, 

“The ship was stopped and the machinery re- 
paired, though not till hopes of holding on the 
cable had been abandoned. During Friday it 
blew a head gale of wind, against which the ship, 
under her full steam, could hardly make way, even 
with yards and topmasts struck. On Saturday, 
the 31st, the wind shifted round to the sonthwest, 

and during that day, Sunday, Monday, and Tues- 
| day, it continued to blow hard, with frequent vio- 


oe 


Ce 








ee 
= RE eR a 


¥ 
i 
: a 
1 
ae 
, 
Rt 


ah 


ek 


mansioaeT pS 


550 


HARPER'S WEEKLY. 





[Avausr 28, 1858, 








———s—— 








lent squalls, the sea running tremendously high 
the whole time, and no one expected the cable to 
hold on from one minute to the other. On Wed- 
nesday the weather moderated, but the swell was 
still high. About four a.m. the change from the 
lower to the upper cable was successfully made, 
and during the afternoon shallow water was gained. 
The second change from the upper to the orlop 
deck coil was made about nine o'clock in the even- 
ing; after which all went well until the ship an- 
chored at six a.m. in Doulas Bay.” 





THE ILLUMINATION AT THE CITY 
HALL. 


Wr engrave on the preceding page the illumin- 
ation of the City Hall, New York, on Tuesday, 17th 
inst., in honor of the success of the Telegraph en- 
terprise. The following account of the scene is 
from the Heruld: 

“ At a quarter to eight o'clock a handsome balloon was 
sent off from the roof of the Hall, which announced to the 
impatient mass that ‘the tire-works* would, notwith- 
standing the inclemeucy of the weather during the after- 
noon, be ‘let off." A cheer announced its flight to the 
acrial regions, and rocket after rocket succeeded. From 
the roof of the Hall showers of rockets, which attained 
an incredible altitude, sueceeded, when the City Hall, 
like the transformation of a fairy castle, became a * palace 
of light.’ All the windows were simultaneously illumin- 
ated, and, with the aid of three thousand seven hundred 
candles, the Hall of ‘the City Fathers’ shone resplendent 
in the sutrounding gloom. A shout of admiration fol- 
lowed, and cheers for the * cable’ succeeded. Dcdworth's 
Band, which were stationed on a commodious stand near 
the east gate, then struck up * Hail Columbia,’ which 
was followed by ‘God Save the Queen,’ and they con- 
tinued during the night to play popular and enlivening 
airs. At each gate crimson, green, and other fires were 
ignited, and until the close of the evening continued to 
burn brilliantly. Rockets, shells, balloons of candles, 
shells with colored stars, colored bengaloes, and flights 
were then fired from the roof of the Hall. until it pre- 
gented the eppearance of a roaring crater, subduing its 
outpourings oceasionaily, and presenting the appearance 
of a smoking Vesuvius, Some idea of th. roaring fire 
may be conveyed when we state that upward of four 
thousand rockets weve fired together, with a large quan- 
tity of shells, carrying five colored fives each, and an in- 
numerable quantity of sky rockets and serpents, the lat- 
ter frequentiy dispersing a number of the gentler sex w'io 
had assembled on the balconies, During the pyrotech- 
nic display from the roof numerous fire balloons ascended 
frou the front of the Hall, causing the utmost excitement 
among the youngsters.” 





LITERARY. 


Ove of those rarely delightful books, that mark 
duys in the memory of readers, is the MEMOIR AND 
Lerress or THE LATE THomAs Seppon, ARTIST, 
published in England by Nisbet & Co. Seddon 
was a young painter, belonging to the Pre-Ra- 
phaelite school in England, the intimate friend and 
companion of llunt. He had never achieved fame, 
but he had a warm heart and the noblest aspira- 
tions. He visited the East, painted in Cairo and 
Jerusalem, returned to England, married the lady 
of his love, went abroad again, and died suddenly 
in Cairo a little more than a year ago. 

The book is by no means un ordinary biography. 
The author, or editor, with commendable judyment, 
has suffered Seddon’s letters to tell his brief, sad 
story. They relate it most eloquently. Ie wrote 
many letters home from the East, many to the 
ludy who is now his widow. They are the letters 
of a poet-urtist. Nowhere can be found more per- 
fect sketches of Eastern life than he gives. With 
his pen as with his pencil a touch sufficed to place 
an image on the paper. LEustern travelers espe- 
cially will enjoy these notes. 

We have not the space to outline that life whose 
beauty and perfectness shine on these pages. He 
was a man of rare mould. Gentle to a fault, kind 
and loving, trusting every man, winning kindness 
wherever he went by his own irresistible kindness 
to all, and just as his name began to be known in 
his own country, he died on the bank of the Nile, 
alone, among strangers, but lamented by them 
with the sincerity of earnest admiration and affec- 
tion. 

A few extracts from the letters of Mr. Seddon 
must suffice for the present : 

“I heard,” be says, “a capital story on Friday evening, 
at Mr. B——s, of a dandified attaché at Constantinople, 
who traveled into Koordistan, intending to copy Layard, 
and write a book. He was what he called roughing it, 
with six or seven horses carrying his necessaries, 7.¢., a 
few things he could not possibly do without. Among 
them were the wooden frames for cleaning his boots and 
shoes, and a case of bottles, of a peculiarly fine varnish, 
for Iris polished leathers. He was attacked by the Arabs, 
who overhauled bis kit. When they came tothe bottles 
they opened them, and the varnish being made with 
Maderia, and scented with all sorts of good things, it 
smelt 60 nice that the thieves thought it must be some- 
thing to drink. In vain did he explain that it was paint 
for his boots. They were sure that it was too delicious 
for that, and, in order to try, he should drink some, So 
they took out one of his own cut-glass tumblers, and 
made him drink a giass of his own boot varnish!" 


Here is not a bad Chinese story, which he picked 
up in Cairo: 

‘Mr. B—— related an anecdote to show the contempt 
of the Chinesefor death. When he was in Ch‘na three 
robbers had been arrested and were put into a cell in the 
guerd-house; and in the morning the keepers came to 
say that they bad all three hanged themselves, and 
wished him to come and see them. He went and found 
the cells occupying the sidesof a large room and opening 
into a corridor, where a policeman walked up and down 
ailnight. The only thingin the cell was a pail, and they 
were constantly visited by the policeman, who looked in 
atthe door. The window was a small round hole, seven 
or eight feet from the ground, with an iron bar across it. 
They had turaed the pail over and tied a noose around 
the bar. One then got up and hanged himself, The 
others then took him down and laid him on the floor, 
The second did the same, and the third, after taking him 
down, got up and put this head in the noose, merely 
slipped his feet off the pail, and died without @ single 
movement, for bis legs were hanging on each side of the 
pail, which was not kicked over, This they had done so 
noiselessly that neither the prisoners in the next cell nor 
the keepers had beard any movement,” 





Just outside the walls of Cairo, on the broad 
road to Fostat, or old Cairo, is a little cemetery in- 
closed in high walls, where a few English and 
American dead sleep in peace, the peace that at- 
tends death in all countries. Poor Seddon helped 
bury a friend there but a little while before he was 
carried there himself. His grave is marked by a 
marble slab. The spot is one an artist might 
choose for a resting-place. To the east, the crum- 
bling mosques which stand on the desert under the 
Mohattam hills; to the south, the group of build- 
ings among which rests stout Ibrahim Pasha; to 
the north, the palm groves of Cairo the Blessed ; 
and on the west, calm and solemn, against the sun- 
set sky, the pyramids of Ghizeh. 

Better late than never to call attention to ugh 
Miller’s Cruise or Tue * Bersey,” published in 
this country by Gould & Lincoln, Boston. The 
lamented author left this work among his literary 
remains, To it are added various sketches and 
rambles, which have also been published in news- 
papers, but never collected in a volume, aud which 
are, of course, heretofore wholly unknown in Amer- 
ica. 

Ilugh Miller was a hearty Scotchman—learned, 
but not pedantic, full of life, and fuil of love for 
the good th.ngs which life has in abundant store 
for the cheerful receiver. No man was better fitted 
to enjoy a yacht voyage or a summer geological 
ramble. The story of his cruise is the story of a 
great and good man taking his pleasure, and gain- 
ing instruction as he goes along. At the same time 
there is that magnilicent appreciation of the beau- 
tiful which we sometimes think no one ever had 
but Hugh Miller and Wilson, shining on every 
page. One of the most touching passages that he 
has ever written is here found, in an account of a 
visit to a spot where he passed his eighteenth and 
nineteeuth years working as a stone-mason. He re- 
calls his youth; he looks at the stones he hewed ; he 
remembers that, while he was at work on this one, 
some one came and told him of the death of Napo- 
leon the Great. He finds forests grown up where 
he had left shrubs; and turning for a while from 
rock and mountain, the great geologist finds “ the 
fos-ils of an early formation of mind, produced at 
a period when the atmosphere of feeling was warm- 
er than now, and the immaturities of the mental 
kingdom grew rank and large, like the ancient 
cryptogamiz.” There is more of Hugh Miller 
himsvli in the book than in all of his foruier works 
together: and who would know the man must read 
it, and will then re-read it. 








DOMESTIC INTELLIGENCE. 





THE ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH. 

Tuts great enterprise is at length perfectly successful. 
Both the Queen's ad ihe President’s messages have 
been transmitted, as well as others on the business of the 
Company. On lst September It is intended to open the 
line for general business, The event has been celebrated 
with more hearty and general enthusiasm than was ever 
known to pervade this country. 

THE QUE tN’S MESSAGE. 

The following was the message of the Queen: 
To the Presiient of the United States, Washington : 

The Queen desires to congratulate the President upon 
the suecessful completion of this great international 
work, in which the Queen has taken the deepest interest. 

The Queen is convinced that the President wil: join 
with her in fervently hoping thaf the Electric Cable 
which now connects Great Britain with the United States 
wiil prove an additional link between the nations whose 
frendshi, is founded upon their common interest and 
recip ocal esteem. 

‘rhe Queen has much pleasure in thus communicating 
with the President, and renewing to him her wishes for 
the prosperity of the United States, 

THE PRESIDEN?’S REPLY. 
WASHINGTON CiTY, Aug. 16, 1858. 
To Her Majesty Victoria, Queen of Great Britain: 

The President cordially reciprocates the congratula- 
tions of Her Majesty, the Queen, on the success of the 
great international enterprise accomplished by the sci- 
ence, skill, and indomitable energy ot the two countries. 
It is a triumph more glorious, because far more useful to 
mankind, tian was ever won by conqueror on the field 
of battle. 

May the Atlantic Telegraph,under the blessing of 
Heaven, prove to be a bond of perpetual peace and friend- 
ship between the kindred nations, and an instrument 
destined by Divine Providence to diffuse religion, civil- 
ization. liberty, and law throughout the world. In tiis 
view will not all nations of Ch. istendom spontancously 
unite in the declaration that it shall be forever neutral, 
and that its communications shall be held sacred in pass- 
ing to their places of destination, even in the midst of 
hostilities. (Signed) Jamps Buchanan. 

THE LAST FROM VALENTIA. 

Mr. Field sent a dispatch on Wednesday last to En- 
gland. The following reply was received on Friday from 
Valentia Bay: 

“Vaventta, Thursday, Aug 19, 1858. 

“C. W. Frexp, N. ¥.,—The Directors have just met. 
They heartily congratulate you on your success, The 

memnon arrived at Valentia at six o'clock, A.M., on 
Thursday, Aug. 5. We are just on the point of charter- 
ing a ship to lay the shore ends. No time will be lost in 
sending them out. All your letters have been posted to 
New York. Please write me fully about the tariff and 
other working arrangements. G. Sawarp.” 

The following dispatches from Trinity Bay and Car- 
bonear were received on Saturday by Cyrus W., Field, 


Esq. : 

Pn: “ CARBONEAR, Thursday, Aug. 19, 185#. 

“The eable is working beautifully to-day. I reach 
Cyrus Station this evening. A. Mackay." 

“TRixiTy Bar, Thursday, Aug. 19, 1858. 

“ We sent a very explicit message this morning to Mr. 
M‘Iver, Agent of Cunard steamers, in Liverpool, respect- 
ing the disaster to the steamship Europa. 

“De Santry.” 
FUSION CONVENTION IN ULSTER. 

A large assemblage of the electors of Ulster County 
met in Mass Convention last week at Kingston, and in- 
augurated the movement for the fusion of the American 
and Republican parties as against the Administration, by 
adopting a series of resolutivus declaratory of the grounds 
of their hostility to the Democratic party, and affirming 
oo of principles on which, it is hoped by them, all 

e¢ Americans and Republicans in the State may, with 
propriety, unite. The Convention was addressed by 
Hons. Joel T. Headiey, Horace Greeley, and Mr. West- 
brook. 

MICHIGAN REPUBLICAN CONVENTION. 

The Republican State Convention assembled in De- 
troit on 20ih, and made the following nominations: For 
Governor, Moses Wisner, of Onkland County; for Lieu- 
tenant-Governor, Edwin B. Fairfield, of Hilisdale; for 
Weoretary of State, Nelson G. Isbell, of Livingston; for 
State Treasurer, John M‘Kinney, of Van Buren: for 
Auditor, Ganere! Daniel L. Case, of Ingham; for Com- 





missioner of Land O, James W. Sanboen, of St. Clair; 
for Attorney-i Jacob M. Howard, of Wayne; for 
Superintendent of Pubiie Instruction, John M. Gregory, 
of Washtenaw; for Member of Board of Education, Wal- 
ter J. Baxter, of Hillsdale. Resolutions were passed re- 
adopting the Philadelphia platform of 1 d ing 
the National Administratiou, indorsing the present State 
Administration and our representatives in Congress, and, 
in view of the late annexation of the Old World to the 
New, declaring that it is the duty of the Federal Govern- 
ment to adopt measures for the construction of a railroad 
to the Pacific. 


THE PRESIDENT WAITING HIS TURN AT A WASH- 
BOWL, 


The Baltimore Sun contaius the following: ‘‘ On Sat- 
urday last President Buchanan arrived at the Kelay 
House, or Washington Junction, as it is more preperly 
called, en route for Washington city. On passing into 
the bar-room the President threw off his coat aud his 
white kcloth, lessly pitching them over a chair, 
opened his sbirt-collar, and tucked up his sleeves for a 
wash, conveniences for this-purpose being in the apart- 
ment, At the time, however, both basins were occupied 
by two young men, neither of whom seemed to be aware 
that the President was about. He waited patiently some 
time, when some one spoke and invited him up stairs. 
He declined, however, quictly remarking that he would 
‘wait for his turn." And as soon as the basins were va- 
cated he ‘took his turn’ in a jolly good wash in the pub- 
lic bar-room. This done, he seemed rather perplexed 
about the arr nt of his kcloth, and seemed like- 
ly to tie his nose and mouth up in it. Somebody just 
then offered assistance, and the President was briefly 
equipped. At about this time a person who had come 
into the room sung out pretty near to him, ‘ Look here, 
1 thought the old Pres. was to be here to-day—' The 
speech was cut short by a nudge, while a momentary 
comical expression passed across the face of that same 
‘old Pres.’ A cigar was handed to him by a friend; he 
took a good, satisfying drink uf—not ‘old rye,’ but ice- 
water, and barely fired up the cigar, when the bell rung, 
and ‘all aboard!’ summoned the Chief Magistrate of the 
United States to his seat in the cars, and away they went 
to Washington.” 

COST OF KISSING, 

The Boston Courier says: ‘‘ Mr. Barrows, principal of 
the High School in Palmer, Massachusetts, recently be- 
stowed a kiss upon a handsome female assistant—a fact 
not very remarkable, nor apparently iuvolving any great 
wickedness. Lut somebody saw it done and told the 
School Committee. It is fair to infer that the individ- 
uals composing that body are ‘superannuated fogies,’ who 
have long ago forgotten w..at a kiss is, for they expelled 
Mr, Barrows from his school. Public sympathy is with 
the schoolmaster, however; for he has been indorsed by 
two clergymen, and the people of one section of the town 
threaten to set up a school on their own account and em- 
ploy Mr. B., if the School Committee refuse to reinstate 
him in his former position.” 

NARROW ESCAPE OF A YOUNG LADY. 

A correspondent of the Philadelphia Jnquirer describes 
a thrilling scene at Atlantic City a few days since, owing 
to the perilous position of Miss T. , of Senator Slidell's 
family, who with Mr. Bonaeviile, trom New Orleans, 
while bathing, got beyond the surf: 

* The lady said sho was sinking, and Mr. B., who could 
not swim, found hi:mself helpless in his efforts to rescue 
her. I was a spectator of the scene. The gentleman 
struggled and sunk, but the young lady appeared to be 
floating easily, and rapidly went out with the receding 
tide. When the peril of these bathers was fully appre- 
ciated, the shriek» of females and the cries of men added 
to the g-nerval alarm. ‘Ihe case seemed hopeless, for 




















there was no boat, no cord, no stick, by wliich it could 
be deemed safe to approach the suffering parties, 
“Still some bold hearts went to work, and by great 


effort succeeded in catching Mr. B., who was dragged, 
apparently lifeless, upon the beach. Even after this was 
done, the lady still floating ouward, but by the energy of 
Mr. Clayton was aroused from a state of syncope, and 
made to seize a plank, by which she was drawn to the 
beach, Her preservation was miraculous, for having 
learned the rules for floating, she threw herself into the 
proper position before she became insensible, and thus 
her body kept upon the surtace of the wave. Had she 
cluug to her companion, both must have been drowned.” 
A MOCKING-BIRD IN COURT, 

Two years ago, a man named Clinger brought a valua- 
ble mocking-bird from New Orleans to a Western city, 
and gave it in charge to his father. Subsequently, the 
elder Clinger, falling out with his son, handed over the 
bird to his son-in-law, named Yager, to cheat the son; 
and he, after a while, to keep it from the father-in-law, 
gave it to a man named Walman, on Western row. The 
bird was passed from one to another, as the various mem- 
bers of the family fell out by the way. The father finally 
got track of the songster, and went after it, but the 
daughter-in-law had been too fleet for him, and carried 
olf the prize. Herself and husband then reported that 
the bird had died, and as an evidence produced a head 
and some feathers, whiclt were shown to the neighbors as 
belonging to the “poor, dear, dead and gone." The 
same night, however, on which the bird was said to have 
taken ils flight to the spiritual bird-kingdonf}Y ager sold 
a mocking-bird to a friend, but whether it was the same 
member of the feathered tribe in dispute, or not, was a 
question, ‘ 

The son asserted that it was, and replevined the bird, 
and the other day the whole family appeared before Jus- 
tice Harris, and testified. The bird, too, was brought 
into court, and whistled and sung, and mocked the iaw- 
yers, quite in contempt of all rules or legal tribunals. 
The father contradicted the son, and he in turn the 
father, in giving their testimony. ‘ihe son-in-law and 
his wiie both swore that the bird in court was not the 
bird in controversy, but that the original had actually 
died while in their pos-ession, The bird sold by them, 
Yager stated he had purchased for four dollars, of a 
mysterious individual, whom he happened to meet of a 
dark night, in Walnut Street. Other witnesses testified 
that they thought the bird in court was the one brought 
to this city by Clinger. It had the same peculiar tail, 
the feathers, head, neck, aud general appearance. And 
ali the while the bird kept up a continual chatter, as 
thouzh endeavoring to harmonize the dispute. 

The magistrate was puzzled. It was his first bird 
case since he assumed the honors, and there were no 
— in the books. As tlhe son-in-law and his wife, 
,owever, both swore positively to the death of the orig- 
inal bird, he gave judgment for the bird, and assessed 
the value at $550. So Clinger retained possession under 
his replevin writ, and paid the judgment and costs, which 
amounted to $17. As the bird was valued at $50, he ex- 
pressed himself perfectly satisfied, and carried oif his 
songster in triumph. 


MAN EATEN BY A FISH. 


Tire body of a man was picked up near 
Maine, one day last week, with a line around his wrist, 
to a hook on the end of which a large hallibut was at- 
tached. Asan empty boat had been picked up the day 
before, it is supposed the man had been hauled over- 
board froim it by the fish. 

ENCOUNTER WITH A RATTLESNAKE, 

A correspondent of the Salisbury (North Carolina) 
Watchman, writing from Lenoir, Watauga County, nar- 
rates the following incident: 

“As Mr. James M. Spainhour, of this place, was rid- 
ing along near the foot of Blue Ride, on the north side, 
in Watauga County, and near the river of the same 
name, on the 20th ult., he had the following very sin- 
gular and rather dangerous encounter With a rattle- 
snake: 

** As there was a light mist, Mr. 8. had his umbrella 
spread above him. He was riding near a bank on the 
right hand, higher than his head, occasioned by digging 
away the earth below, in grading the road. 

“Suddenly he heard the ring of the rattlesnake in the 
direction of the bank, and on looking around saw the 
snake in the act of springing toward him. It alighted, 
however, on the top of his umbrella, fastening its fangs 
in the cloth and tearing out his hold. His weight hove 
down the umbrella, and he fell off so near the lower edge 


——, 


of the road that in an instant he was over the stone wall 
supporting the road, and glided out of sight in the thick, 
et below." 

PEEPING TOM IN LUCK, 

The following is from the Pittsburgh Dispatch: “ At 
Murdocksville some young ladies had selected a shady 
nook, and were enjoying a river bath, when two young 
fellows, strolling in the woods, heard an unusual plash- 
ing in the water, and, ‘following their ears,’ were 
amazed and—shall we say it ?—delighted, on turning’a 
sharp bend in the river, to behold the water-nymplhs 
floating in the rippling current, fairer than the naiads, 
and more enchanting than sirens. Concealing them- 
selves, one of the rascals wagered thirty dollars on the 
swimming powers of a flaxen-haired divinity against a 
small dark-eyed beauty—the two being the leaders of the 
party, and the most expert swimmers. The wager was 
accepted; the two had struck out for a long swim, a 
Bt swim, and a swim altogether, when the ‘ fair- 
haired she’ shrieked, ‘ A turtle! a turtle!’ and, terribly 
frightened, sank under the surface. 

“It was a struggle between gallantry and duty with 
the young men; but the one who had accepted the chal- 
lenge leaped from his hiding-place into the stream, and 
striking out boldly, succeeded in seizing the insensible 
and drowning girl, and dragged her to the shore. Of 
course the remainder of the party had fled, but soon re- 
turned, took charge of the nearly inanimate form, and 
restored her to ci In consideration of the 
service performed the young fellows were granted abso- 
lution. The heroic rescuer of the young lady, however, 
claimed the thirty dollars, on the score that his nymph 
had fairly won the match. If it is not dusted up, the 
young men propose that the ladies shall try it again.” 


PINED AWAY. 


A Cincinnati paper says: ‘A few months ago, a gen- 
tleman residing in the interior of the State, returned from 
California, bringing with him a little prattling Indien 
girl, a sweet interesting creature as ever proved a ‘ well- 
spring of pleasure’ in a household. It was rumored that 
the mother of the child was an Indian woman, and the 
father a white man. How that may be, we know not; 
such, at least, was the supposition. The gentleman, for 
some reason, did not care to liave the child remain in his 
family, and brought her to this city and placed her in the 
Orphan Asylum, and promised to call often to see her. 
*For a few days the life surrounding her seemed to fur- 
nish sufficient entertainment, but it was soon apparent 
that something was lacking to satisfy her mind entirely 
—a void which could ouly be filled by the presence of 
some one whom she had learned to call ‘papa.’ She be- 
came listless and melancholy. and the sports of the chil- 
dren failed to please or interest. Visitors to the Asylum 
patted the littie ‘ Pocahontas," as she was called, but 
their attention scarcely ever rallied her spirits. Con- 
stantly upon her tongue was the name of ‘papa.’ She 
grew weary and tired, and gradually taded like a flower 
of her own mountains in autumn, ‘There was no appar- 
ent disease, but a perceptible wasting away of the nat- 
ural energies. The gentleman who left her at the Asylum 
had never called to see his little charge, and although 
she was nourished and cared for with all the tenderness 
possible, she slowly drooped, until a few days since, when 
she died—with the last fleeting breath still murmuring 
the name of * papa,’ as she had frequently done in her 
dreams.” 

DEATH OF A CIIILD FROM HYDROPHOBIA, 

The Peoria (Illinois), 7'ranscript gives an account of 
the death, by hydrophobia, of a very interesting child, 
the daughter of Mr. Henry 8. Wooder, of Mount Hawley, 
six miles from that city, between eight and nine years 
of age, on Friday morning last. The following are the 
particulars: 

On Tuesday of last week, Sarah Ellen returned from 
school, and complained of feeling unwell, so much so, 
that she did not attend on the following day, although 
still able to be about the house. Thursday she was no 
better, and her parents thinking she was threatened with 
the typhoid fever, sent for br. Murphy, of this city. The 
Doctor arrived there about two o'clock in the afternoon, 
and found her sitting upon the sofa at the side of her 
mother, to all appearances in perfect health; her pulse, 
however, was very irregular, with an occasional wildness 
in the eyes, and placing her hand upon her throat, ex- 
claimed, ** It troubles me to breathe, mother." Minute 
inquires were now instituted, when the fact was elicited 
which had not been previously thought of, that some five 
weeks since she had been bitten by a domesticated cat 
on the outside of her foot. A glass of water was ordered 
to be brought her, when the sight of it at once threw her 
into terrible convulsions. This was at two o'clock in the 
afternoon, and was the first intimation had by her dis- 
tracted parents of the terrible disease with which their 
daughter was afflicted. Her agony and struggles in the 
spasms were awful to behold, and in one of them she bit 
her mother severely in the shoulder, and at another time 
scratched the father badly in the hand. In her spas- 
modic efforts, the saliva from her mouth was at times 
ejected across the room, and the only relief experienced 
was by the use of chloroform, which in the end seemed 
to lose all efficacy. She remained all the time in perfect 
possession of her faculties, and at three o'clock on Fri- 
day morning, exactly twelve hours from the attack of the 
first spasm, her spirit departed te the God who gave it. 

And now comes the most remarkable incident con- 
nected with this heart-rending affair. Some four hours 
previous to her death, and soon after one of her most 
violent spasms, she told her mother that she had been 
visited by the spirit of her sister (the family are believers 
in Spiritualism), who left this carth for the better land 
about one year since, and that this sister had informed 
Ler of certain remedies, which, if applied, would relieve 
her sufferings and smooth her passage tothetomb. The 
remedies were applied as soon as possible, and, strange 
to relate, the desired effect was produced. She was freed 
from her convulsive fits, was enabled to breathe easier, 
converse freely with her parents and friends, occasionally 
drinking a little water, and finally falling into her last 
sleep as gently as an infant reposing in her slumber. 





BANK-NOTES AT TEN CENTS A YARD. 

The Memphis Avalanche, giving an account of the 
failure of the Citizens’ Bank in that city, mentions the 
following among the incidents of the dxy: * When the 
crowd gathered around, posed mostly of mechanics 
and working men, with here and there a woman, and 
at intervals a poor market-man, we observed a little fel- 
low with a wonderfully exaggerated nose, who had a 
package of the Bowleg’s notes in his hands, Some one 
asked him how much he had; he said, ‘these bills, 
amounting to $300, are the profits of my labor for the last 
six months—look at my hard hands, and see how I have 
toiled; I have a wife and children, for whom I must buy 
bread, and for whom I must provide a shelter and a 
home; but, gentlemen, it is all gone. They may be 
houseless wanderers and homeless beggars if I should 
knuckle to this misfortune. It is all gone.’ The little 
gentleman with the Slaukenbergius nose, which we read 
about in Tristram Shandy, at this point in his Speech 
* humped’ himseif, and began to lay his wild-cat bills in 
a row down in the centre of the street. When they were 
thus distributed, he turned to the crowd, saying, * Gen- 
tlemen and ladies, I will sell this — infernal stuff at 
_ ten cents a yard, tape measure.’ The crowd roared, and 

‘ood-humor was thus substituted for the angry feelings 

or some time manifested, and which, by any accident, 
—_ have resulted in the demolition of the bank build- 
Dg. 





PERSONAL. 

The Tribune says: “The fact that Miss ett 
Fox, one of the family in which the enn * 
pings,’ so called, were first known to have occurre:’.: 8 
united with the Roman Catholie Church in this eity, |... 
been blazoned in several journals, in terms which clear, 
imply an impeachment on her part of the integrity and 
truthfulness of her mother and sister with regard to these 
‘Rappings.* There isno possible warrant for this. Miss 
Fox continues to reside with her mother and younger 
sister (who were present at her baptism last Sunday into 
the Church to whose doctrines she has for some time been 
a convert), and has never dreamed of saying or implying 
that any of her family were guilty of fraud or deception 
in the matter of the ‘ Ra er She has not herself 





ted as a ‘medium’ for mapy months past; but D. 











D. Hume, who has likewise become a Catholic, is still 
the most famous and powerful ‘medium’ in Europe if 
not in the world.” a 

We learn from the Cincinnati Gazette of the 17th inst, 
that Mrs. Harrison, widow of President Harrison, was 
very ill at the residence of her son, the Hon. J. Scott 
Harrivon, about twenty miles from Cincinnati. It was 
feared that she would not survive many hours. 

A New York correspondent of the Boston Gazette writes: 
“Yo 1 remember the story about * John Dean and his Mary 
Ann’ (Boker) — poor girl, her romance is turned into a 
miserable reality. He, as I stated some time siuce, is a 
marker in the custom-house, and they now occupy the 
second floor of a house over a corner grocery sto’e on 
Second and South Third streets, Williamsburg, sur- 
rounded by tamble-dowa shanties and beggarly-looking 
tenement houses. The only sign of refinement in the 
apartment is a piano, which the young lady continually 
strums upon, to the great annoyance of her neighbors; 
for, trath to say, she is by no means a Tualberg.” 

On Monday morning as Mr. Staigg, the artist, and Mr. 
Henry T. Tuckerman, the author, were bathing at New- 
port, the latter became disabled. They had been swim- 
ming on a race, beyond their depth, and Mr. Staigg's 
skill and strength, it is probable, alone rescued Mr. ‘Tuck- 
erman from a watery grave. Hearing his companion’s 
avy of distress, he sustained him until assistance was no 
longer needed, and Mr. Tuckerman was taken home, 
where he was quite ill for a day or two afterward. The 
accident is attributed to sun-stroke, or, perhaps, to over- 
exercise in the water. 

General Pierce and lady are now in the south of France, 
and would arrive in a few days at Paris. The distin- 
guished traveler will be the guest of the American Min- 
ister, Mr. Mason. 

Among the passengers for Liverpool by the Persia, 
Wednesday, was Colonel Thomas AlSop, the alleged 
would-be assassin of Louis Napoleon. 

Miss Jane Lioyd, only child of Jones Lloyd, Lond Over- 
stone, the wealtiiest of English heiresses, is to be mar- 
ried to Colonel Lindsey, the “hero of the Alma,” who 
was lucky enough to get nine Russian balls fired into the 
colors which he carried, without receiving one into hs 
own body. The fortune of Miss Lloyd is -tated by the 
London Jilustrated News to be from twenty-five to thirty 
million dollars. 

The Richmond Enqvirer says: “* We learn, with pleas- 
ure, that Bishop M°G.ll, of Richmond, has received from 
Archbishop Hughes, of New York, a present of a magniti- 
cent pair of carriage horses, as beautiful in action as they 
are to look upon.” 





FOREIGN NEWS. 











GREAT BRITAIN, 
PROROGATION OF PARLIAMENT. 

PARLIAMENT has been prorogued. 

The Commissioners for signifying the royal assent to 
various bills and proroguing the two Houses of Parlia- 
ment were the Lord Chancellor and three other Lords. 
The commission having been read, the royal assent was 
given in the usual form to a number of bills. The Lord 
Chancellor then proceeded to read Her Majesty's Mes 
sage, which, as usual, is unmeaning and ungrammatical. 
SENSATION PRODUCED BY THE SUCCESS OF TIE 

TELEGRAPH. 

At latest dates great anxiety was felt in regard to th 
Atlautic cable. ‘Ihe first r ar message from New- 
foundland was received at Valentia on the night of the 
9th inst. ‘The speed of transmissi l 














ion is said to be great- 
er than was attained at Piymouth, and the curre 
apparently as strong. ‘The shares continued to b 
at £9.). The principal ‘papers give long accounts « 
voyage of the Agamemnon. ‘Tue ‘ es asks whether it 
would not be worthy of the nation to confer rewards 
her officers and ere ». 
DEATH OF MONSIEUR SOYER, 

We (Worniny Post) regret to announce the death of M. 
Soyer, whose name, in connection with the culinary art, 
has, for some years past, been familiar to the English 
reuder. The immediate cause of the death of M. Suyer 
was, we are informed, renal apoplexy. Ie had, for 
some months past, been sufferiug from indisposition, and 
sought quiet and repose at Norwood, whence he return- 
ed on Wednesday last, complaining, ho , of general 
weakness and bodily derangement. yer shoitly 
after became insensible, and continued in that state up 
to the moment of his death, which took place on Turs- 
day night a little before ten, at 15 Ma:lborough Road, 
St. John’s Wood. 

Without referring to the consideration of M. Soyer's 
merits in connection with the art with which his name 
is associated, we may state that his energy and skill ex- 
ercised a most beueticial influence upon the health of the 
troops in the Crimea, and that within a very recent pe- 
riod he has been engaged in organizing a system for im- 
proving the soldiers’ mess in acks. ln addition to 
a kind heart and lively disposition, which secured him 
many friends, M. Soyer possessed much general iuforma- 
tion, which he turned to a profitable account in the va- 
rious works on the culinary art published by him during 
his residence in this country. He has passed from the 
busy world, carrying with him the respect and esteem of 
a very large and iuftiuential circle of acquaintance. 
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CORPSES THREE HUNDRED YEARS OLD, 

A correspondent of the New York Evangelist, now in 
London, gives the following curious narrative of his visit 
to the vaults of the Church of St. Sepulchre, in that city: 

“A strange sight was receutly disclosed to me in St. 
Sepulchre, one of the oldest, if not the very oldest, church 
editice in this city. It stands opposite Uld Bailey, the 
hoary old prison, and not far from St. Paul's Cathedral, 
This church was partially destroyed by the great fire in 
London, but early rebuilt. It is an immense edifice, with 
a very wealthy parish, yet only two or three hundred 
persons are ever in attendance at their place of worship. 
Beneath tie church are a series of yreat burial vaults, 
where interments bave been made fur many hundred 
years. The sexton told me it was estimated th:re were 
fifteen hundred coffins now entire under the building, 
and, from an examination, I have no doubt of its truth. 

“The atmosphere of the vaults seems to have a re- 
markable effect in preserving the coflins, if not the bodies, 
from decay. Descending through an iron door from the 
church, the other day, we entered a very large apart- 
ment, but dimly lighted, where piles of mouldy, biack- 
looking coffius were placed upon each other. These cof- 
fins, with their elegant and costly trinmings, had not 
been decomposed. Climbing up over a heap of them, 
the sexton opened a large wooden box, and out of it took 
an entire female figure, in a remarkable state of preserva- 
tion! The limbs were unbroken, and the body perfect, 
except the flesh shrunken, yet it was still soft and flexi- 
ble to the touch. 
























The sexton stated that the officers of 
the church had recently been examining the vauits, and 
as burials there had long sinee ceased, they designed to 
close the entrance. Before doing so, they had been mak- 
ing a careful eurvey of the premises, and, under a mass 
of rubbish in oae co-ner, they found a stone inclosure— 
a sort of sarcophagus—out of which this female figure 
was taken, It is believed to be over three centuries old, 
aud evidently, from its position and the stone inc.osure, 
it was a female of rank. It was a strange sight in this 
subterranean charnel-house, with blackened coffins piled 
up to the high ceiling all around, to see this entire hu- 
ian figure raised up bodily from its resting-place, and 
standing erect upon » coffin before you! The fact of its 
existence is probably: known to but few persons; and be- 
fore this Teaches you, the entraase to it will be closed to 
ali further inspection.” 


JUDAS-TIOLES, 

_ A letter lately appeared in tae London Times, written 
y a father of @ family, who. warned his country-women 
inst becoming the victims of a disgusting practice 
vhich 1a stated te prevail, and, we fear, does unqitestion- 
8 Ay prevail, in many Continental hotels. There are 
found men sufficiently degraded, and sufficiently auda- 
cious, to bore holes in the door, wainscoting, or ceiling 
of bedrooms, through which they may look, in order to 











It is said that these 
ute name of Trous-Judas, 


see the ladies within at their toilet. 
holes, which bear the appro 
are specially designed to enable the wretches to study 
the toilets of English w her because the uncon- 
scious subjects of the treachery are in this case fairer, or 
because their more scrupulous habits of cleanliness make 
their toilet lon and more unguarded, or because the 
traitors enjoy the malignant satisfaction of thinking that 
their insular wodesty would be more deeply shocked if 
they could but know what was going ou. However this 
may be, English women are represented as the favorite 
victims, and as attention has been drawn to the practice 
by a vehicle so public and so widely circulated, it is im- 
possible any longer to ignore the existence of these 
** Judus-Holes,"" Many Lnglish ladies wid feel very un- 
comfortable henceforth, and will cast glances of appre- 
hension around the: while they are going through the 
inevitable process which must begin and end every day 
of Continental travel. 

THE ADVANTAGE OF PADDING ONE’S CHEST, 

While Lord Ward was inspecting the t: 
view of the Woreester Yeomanry, lately, one o/ the horses 
kicked his lordship on his chest. Fortunately, the cos- 
tume of the regiment required that there should be some 
padding in the breast of the gallant commander's coat, 
and to this cir tance may ve attributed his lordship's 
freedom from serivus consequences. Although the kick 
was sufficient to peustrate Lord Ward, his lordship soon 
recovered his feet, and did not seriously suffer from the 
blow. 
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FRANCE. 
THE FETES AT CUERBOURG. 

On the arrival of her Majesty, in the Victoria and Al- 
bert, at Cherbourg, on the Sth, a royal salute was fired 
by the whole of the French fleet and the forts, Shortly 
afterward the Emperor visited her Majesty ou board the 
royal yacht. The harbor and roadstead ‘were crowded 
with steamers and yac xhibiting the gayest cviors. 
Great enthusiasm prevailed, and the iiluminations at 
night were most brilliant and extensive. The Queen 
and Prince Cousort were to breakfast at the Prefecture 
with the Emperor at 'welve yesterday, and their Majes- 
ties were to dine toge h ron board the Bretagne. 

ihe Paris Moniteur of the Sth contains the following: 

“Crensovrs, Avguat 4, 35 minutes past 6 p.m 

“ The journey oi tuei: Majvoiuwes, lavered by veautiful 
weatuer, continues to be performed under agreeable cir- 
cumstances. The imperial train, which left Caen at 
twelve o'clock, arrived at Bayeux at thirty-five minutes 
after twelve. Their Majesties received the authorities 
of the town in the saloon of the station. A piece of lace 
was presented to the Empress by the young ladies of the 
place. Their Majesties entered a carriage and went to 
the cathedral, where they were rec SS d by the Bishop 
at the head of his clergy, The line Was formed by the 
firemen and detachments of the rural communes. At 
Carentan the august travelers were received with enthu- 
siasm. ‘The Emperor examined with great interest the 
models of the horses of the Cotentin, which were present- 
ed to him. ‘he imperial train arrived at Cherbourg at 
five o'clock. The station presented an admiraule coup 
j (heir Majesties were received with the loudest 
The Mayor of Chervourg presented the 
An altar was raised 


Bishop of Cotauces, 








ad wil 
acclamations, 
Luperor with the keys of the town. 
in the middle of the station. The 
surrounded with his clergy, intoned the Te Deum, which 
was followed by the reception of the auth rheir 
Majesties ent red the town amidst the immense body of 
people who had collected on their road." 
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s will be received at the rail- 
civil, naval, aud mili- 





wn will be presented to his 
he Municipal Council. 

i inauguration of the railway will 
take place in preseace of their Majesties. 

All the land and sea to.ces will be under arms; they 
will be placed in rank from the railway station to the 
Hotel of the Prefecture. The arrival of their Majestics 
will be announced by salute of illery. 

All the ships of tue squadron, as weil as the forts of 
the road, and Forts Ougiet and L’Amiral, wili be 
ated with flag he buildings of the port wiil aiso 
hoist their ZA, 

On the a Majesties at the Prefecture thx 
Ewipress will receive the wives of the principal officials, 
and the young ladies deputed to offer her Majesty a cor- 
beill: of tiowers and lace. 

Phe pubise offices, the ships of the squadron, and the 
breakwater will be illuminated every evening during the 
stay of their Majesties. 

lhe olflicers and public functionaries are requested to 
illuminate their residences and decurate them with flags. 

Aujust 5. This day being reserved by the Emperor 
and Limpress for the reception, on beard the Bretague, 
of her Majesty the Queen of ingland, a future order will 
be issued as to the ceedings of the day 

The regatta will take place in the read of Cherbourg, 
in the preseuce of the united naval forces and the Royal 
Yacat Squadron. 

August 6 This day their Majesties will visit the ships 
of the squadron in the road, aud laud on the bieak- 
water, 

August T. Their } ties will leave the Ilétel of the 
Pretecture in the morning, and pass th ough the tow 
and environs At noon tucir Majesties will proceed to 
the military port to open the grand inner basia of th 
works, 

In the evening a ball will be given to the Emperor 
and Ewpress by the town of Cherbourg at the Motel de 

ille. 

August 8, At nine o'clock in the morning the Emperor 
will inaugurate the equestrian statue of Napoleon. 

The departure of their Majesties is fixed for two o'clock 
P.M. 


ary. 

The keys of the Majesty 

by the Mayor aud 
Phe benediction 
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SPEECHES OF THE SOVEREIGNS, 





The Queen and Prince Consort were enter 
dinner by the Emperor of the French, on board the line- 
of-battle ship Le Bretagne. 

The Emperor, in proposing the health of her Majesty 
and the Royal Family of England, made a speceh, in 
which he said: “I am happy to be enabled to express 
the sentiments by which I a rtuated upon this occa- 
sion of the Queen's visit to Ci g. The facts do in- 
deed speak for themselves, a ve that the hostile 
passions which were excited by som« fortunate inci- 
dents have never been abie to aiter the which 
exists between the two countries, or desire of the 
people to remain at peace. I have, tlerefore, the fond 
hope that if any attempt were made to revive again the 
rancors of a former period, such uttempt would be foiled 
with the good sense of the publi waves are baf- 
fled by yonder breakwater, wh noment serves 
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to protect the squadrons of Loi empires against the vio- 
lence of the sea." 
The Prince Consort, on behalf of her sty, respond- 





ed to the toast, in doing which he said: 

**The Queen is most sensible of the words we have 
just heard, which will forever be dear to her. The 
Queen is doubly happy in having an opportunity by her 
presence here to joi » Emperor in endeavoring to 
draw together as ck as possible the ties of friendship 
which exist between » two nations. That friendship 
has their mutual prosperity for its basis, and the bless- 
ings of Heaven will not be wanting to confirm it.” 











TERMINATION OF THE FTES. 


_ HARPER'S WEEKLY. 





Queen Victoria left on the 6th under a triple salute. 


The jctes were continued on ti 7th by the inauguration 


of the Napoleon deck and the iaunea of the man-of-war | 
Ville de Nintea. Tie consumption of g jer during 









the jé'es Wa enorme t was ru Nape 

wili return Victoria's visit in» ute friendly w | 
eduring the aut The Emperor had ord | 
nid of granite to be erected at the head of the new 






do ) perpetuate the Queen's visit. The fftes ‘ermin- 
ated on the Sth with the inauguration of the statues of 


Napoleon I. The Emperor delivered a pacifie speech on 











the occasion, saying it appeared to be part of his destiny 
to aceomplixh by peace the great desigus conceived dur- 
ing war. lie said the Government would not wage war 
except in defense of the national honor and the great in- 
terests of the people. The Imperial visitors embarked 
for Brest on the 8th. 





AMNESTY FOR THE PRESS, 

It is stated positively that the Emperor, on the occasion 
of his fete, will publish a decree granting a full and free 
pardon for all offenses of the press previously committed. 
It is added that several of the restrictions by which the 
press is trammeled are to be removed, but all future of- 
fenses are to be punished with increased severity. 

A QUEER STORY ABOUT THE EMPRESS. 

he lofty aud promin station attained by that dis- 
ished lady who shares the throne of France with 
Napoleon II]. has attracted (says the Paris correspondent 
of the Morning Advertiser) public attention of late to 
some law proceedings which took place some time past 
at Valladclid and Arevallo—proceedings which throw 
some doubts upon the paternity of that illustrious lady. 
There has been a gre +t demand for the Spanish law jour- 
nals of i827 and the following year. On searching through 
the files of that period ij 














we tiud the subjoined curious ac- 
count of the nullity of a divorce pronounced in 1813 be- 
tween a Spanish wife and husband: 

* Don Joaquim de Montijo, captain of the regiment of 
Segovia, married, in 1810, Dounva Maria de Penansande, 
belonging to a respectable family of Fontepelayo, near 
Shortly after his marriage he was taken pris- 
over of war, and was carried off to France, whither he 
was followed by his wife as soon as she ascertained that 
he had obtained an appointment as commandant of pris- 
oners of war, which made some addition to his pay. 
Although Donna Maria went to France in compliance 
with her husband's request, she does not appear tg have 
lived happily with him, Dissensions soiled the domestic 

l i charging the other 
ition. Don Joaquim 
quence of the re- 


Sevovia, 















the prisovers of. Lourges to Dijon, 
rvice iu the French 1) g driven thereto 
t. His wife, finding tin that he had the means 


of supporting her, went to lis regimental qu 
was repelled by him with disdain, and refused ac 
Their divorce was finally pronounced by the French law 
courts in November, 1813. On the return of Ferdinand 
Vil. to Spain, Donna Maria returned to Fontepelayo 
with her son, aged two years and a haif, and lived there 
for six years wit: her family. Her husband remained 
in France till 1820, when Ferdinand took oath to renew 
the Constitution of 1812. He then returned to Spain, 
and resided at his native town of Arevallo, where he had 
some pio from thence he wrote to his wife to claim 
he child. Don Joaquim 
right, but Donna Maria 1 
1 returned home 
a few weeks he went back to 
tin with his wife, and pro- 
they should live together again and sa 
thing about the divorce, which was known only to 
iamily and his brothers. She returned with him to A 
vallo, and there resided with him until October 30, 18_5. 
when he died from the effects of a fall fi 
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ow his hor 
HER MOTHER'S TROUBLES, 

“Her son inherited his father’s property under the 
guardianship of his mother, who continued to reside at 
Arevalio, We say her son, because, although at th 
death of Don Joaquim she had a daughter, aged nine 
months, the child died shortly after the death of its 
father, In the year 1840 she had also the misfortune to 
lose her son, and her grief was embittered by the conduct 
of her late husband's brothers, Don Autouio and Don 
Brantio de Moutijo, who ordered her to leave their late 
brother's house, she having no right to call herself his 
widow, havi by her infamous conduct necessitated a 
divoree. Ste refused to leave her house: proceedings 
were instituted before the Corregidor of Arevallo, Don 
Joaquim Beneito, who delivered his sentence on the 16th 
oi June, 1827, that whereas a divorce had been pronounced 
in France in 151d, it bad not been annulled by after co- 
habitation; consequently, in fault of heirs direct, she 
must restore the property of Don Joaquim de Montijo to 
. Against this sentence Donna Maria went 
al Chancery of Valladolid, and after many 
* litigation the original judgment was quashed. 
a Maria de Penausande was married on 
June 8, 1810, to Don Joaquim de Montijo, and whereas 
the divorcee was pronounced in a fureign country, then 
rule of a usurper, under a government as il- 
ligious, and not recognized in Spain, aud 
had been annulled by the ultimate 
remorse of the parties, declares Douna Maria entitied to 
the lite-interest in the property of her late Lusband, to 
revert to his brothers at hor dewise."™ 
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CHRONOLOGICAL DIFFICULTIES, 
Now, dates are troublesome things. The trench Moni- 
ieur, of the nnuuounced that the Empress 
Eugenie had Sud year on the preceding day, 
and had received the congratulations of her friends ont .e 
occasion. According to the official Moniteur, therefore, 
the Empress Eugonie was born ou the 3d of June, 18.6, 
and according tov the undisputed testimony of registers 
aud other documentary ¢ ence, her father died on Oc- 
tober oV, 1823, trom the etlects of a fall from his horse, 
These things doubtiess admit of explanation, but now 
has yet been given. Indeed, the French Gazette de 7rt- 
bunaus of September 21, 1831, which contains the verba- 
tum report of the cause ecl-bre, has been foreibly at 
scted by Imperial ukase fom the flies of 
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Wiilcu are Kept lor reierence in to cading-Trooia, 


BORDEAUX. 
wok place at deaux a few mornings 
» murder ot his aged father, and 
the other of B jor the murder of a servant 
girl, to facilitate a robber On the evening before the 
ex -cutions the chaplain informed them that there was no 
chance of their lives being spared, but he did uot say on 
what day they were likely to be executed. Desbat, w ho, 
ince his condemnation, had paid great attention to his 
ious duties, manifested profound terror; but the 
rer was calm, and, asking for pens and | r, passed 
a great part of the night in writing, At four o'clock in 
the morning the two wen wee told that their last day 
had arrived. Desbat exclaimed, ** All is over then!” and 
sunk fainting to the ground, while Bonnecarrere display- 
ed no emotion whatever. oth attended Divi 
in the chape t Sacrament. ‘ " 
then pinion 8 usual iu Cases of parri- 
cides, had his feet bared, his ud covered with a black 
vail, aud a white si his clothes, At about 
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five o'clock Desbat was conveyed in a cart to the scaffold; 
he was so overcome with emotion that he had to be sup- 
ported up the steps. On arriving on the platform he knelt, 
kissed a erucitix, and received the benediction of the 
chaplain. The executioners then came forward, and in 
a f-w seconds he was dead. The priest then went back 
to the pris and presently returned in the cart with 


Lonnecarrer This man, who, for some time after his 
condemnation, had turned religion into contempt, but had 
latterly maniiested repentance, appeared to listen with 
grea tention to what the ecclesiastic said. He ascend- 
ed the steps of the scaffold firmly, and after kneeling for 
a few seconds, gave himseif up to the executioners, It 

20,000 persons were pres- 





is calculated that not less than 20, 
ent, amoug whom were any women, 


SPAIN. 

THE QUEEN'S PROGRESS. 

The Madrid journals of the Sist ult. do not yet record 
the arrival of the Queen at Gijoa, but they publi 
phic dispatches, stating that on the 30ch ul 








in Asturias, ‘I 
turias the Queen wis 
siasm, the people liaviing 
ains to see her Majesty, 
arches were erected on thie 

on the way t» Mieres, the iilustrious person. 
ages partook of breakfast. 1 is r lated that et Li on the 
Queen appeared ou a balcony to show the little Prince of 
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the Asturias to the people, but that, as it was dask th 

could not see him well, and accordingty her Majesty had 
a lighted candle brought and held up before his face. 
This litde incident increased the populer enthusiasm. 


At Oviedo, where the Queen was to go after leavin Mie- 
res, a triumphal arch was to be erected in loaves of : 


and after the Queen should have passed throngh it the 
bread should have been given to the poor. The palace 
in that town in which the Queen was to stay had been 
purchased by the municipality for presentation to the 
Prince of the Asturias. 


GERMANY, 
A NEW STYLE OF DUELING, 

The Vienna correspondent of the Brussels Independ- 
ence writes: “The dueling fever here xppears to have 
become epidemic. Some cavalry officers have met in 
this way during the last f.w days; but what do you think 
of the following’ Two‘young men of Lemberg wished 
to fight: but, in order to escape the disagreeable conse- 
quences which the death of one entails upon the other, 
they resolved to draw lots as to which of the two should 
kill himself! He whom fate favored was to quit the city, 
recalling, in a letter to his adversary, the terms of their 

greement; and actually the unhappy young man, obe- 

dient to the exigencies of mistaken honor, did not faii to 
blow out his brains on the day and the hour fixed." 
A NOMANCE OF THE PRUSSIAN PEERAGE, 

We find the following in the Court /ournal: ** Among 
other historical obscurities with which Paris is filled at 
this moment may be quoted Herr Baron G-——., who, en- 
riched and ennobled by the King of Prussia, rose from 
the humblest origin to a position of high consideration 
in the wirld, While the present Priuce of Prussia, then 
an infant of some three years of age, was staying at the 
Palace of Babelsberg, by some negligence of his nurse he 
was left alone fora few minutes in an apartment on the 
third floor, With the marvelous instinet of misebief pe- 
cullar to children of that age, the little Priuce took im- 
mediate advantage of the absence of the nurse to accom- 
plish a feat of wnich he had, doubtless, been for a long 
time ambitious, and which consisted in an agreeabie 
walk outside the window, upon the narrow ledge of the 
coping-stoue, whence he could conveniently climb up the 
back of the lion rampant which supports the entablatare 
of the frontispiece which adorns the building, A poor 
Llacksmith'’s workman, who had been sent for te exeeute 
some repairs in the palace, was just coming up the gar- 
den, and beheld, with horror, the situation of the child. 
With true presence of mind he hastened gently to the 
spot beneath the wiudow, following every movement of 
the urchin with the kecnest anxiety, and extending wide 
his leather apron as he gazed upward to watch the first 
symptom of giddine s which should occur to the bold lit- 
tle adventurer. As the child drew nearer to the lion the 
ledge no longer afforded such firm footing, and presently, 
with a loud he pitched over, from that terrific height, 









lcry, 
right into—tue leather apron of the blacksmith, which 
sustained the shock without failing, and in another me- 
ment the litude Prince was restored, safe and well, to his 
parents, who, in token of their gratitude, took immediate 
charge of the fortune of the brave young workman, and 
bestowed upon him a handsome pension, with the title of 
Baron, to both of which he has done honor during a well- 
pent, useful life.” 





ITALY. 
1OW TO PUNISH A BAD WIFE, 

rhe Corriere Mercantile of Genoa relates the following 
curious mode of taking revenge on an unfaithful wife: 
* A wealthy inhabitant of the Vico dei Veevhietti @ street 
in Genoa) had obtained unequivocal proof of his wife's 
bad conduct. Without getting into a passion or proceed- 
ing to violence, as most people would do in such @ case, 
he simply turned his wife out of doors with her para- 
wour, and then sent for a carpenter, whom he directed to 
set up @ catafalque, such as is used in Roman Catholic 
churches for the funeral service. This done, he sent in- 
vitations to all his friends for the following evening, when 
they found the room lit up with burning tapera, Their 
host made them stand round the catafulque, and request- 
ed them to chant the service for the dead, he himself 
acting as conductor, thus intima'ing that his wife was 
thencetorward dead to him. He then condueted them te 
a well-provided table, where he entertained them until 


late hour,” 
RUSSIA. 
PROGRESS OF KMANCIPATION, 
rhe St. Petersbotg Gazette contains two ukases, one 
of which relates to the peasants of the appanages assign- 
edto the princes of the reiguing family, the management 
of which is confided in Russia to a special Ministry. By 
this ukase these peasants receive several prerogatives 
which render them almost free men. They can now pur- 
chase and 6ell landed property on their ewn account, 
while hitherto they have only Been eble ¢o buy and sell 
in the name and through the egency of the jnistra- 
tion of appanages. These peasants ean, MOPtover, hence- 
forth carry on civil prosecutions without the assistance 
of the Procnreur of the appanages, whose interference 
will for the future be at the will of the plaintiffs. Lastly, 
y this ukase the peasants will have the power of di 
i perty by will, and have the facility of en- 
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ing of their 





tering into ses of traders and bargesses, in conse- 
quence of the suppression of the dues hitherto paid to the 
administration of the appanages, which amounted te 


from 6000 to 150) rubles, and which are now replaced by 
a payment of from 15 to 40 rubles to the fund for dis- 
charged sldiers belonging to the class of peasauts. By 
another ukase the Emperor suppresses the committee of 
military censorship, and transfers its attributions to the 
civil one. There will be henceforta a person appointed 
by the Minister of War to whom the civil censors will 
communicate the manuscripts of military works. A re- 
port will be made on the merits of each, and the final 
decision on them will come from the Minister of Public 
Iustruction, 





CHINA, 
THE LATEST FROM CHINA, 

Iiung Kong dates ave te June 23, and Pei-ho June — 
The gua-boats had advanced to ‘Tien-Sin without oppo- 
sition, and Gerumanded both the river and great canal. 
The English and French Embassadors were located 
ashore near Tien-Sin. ‘The American and Rassian fleet 
had followed the allies up the river, A Mandarin of 
high rank, the second officer in the empire, had arrived 
from Pekin as special Commissioner to negotiate. Rein- 
forcements continued te be dispatched from Hong Kong. 
Canton continued much disturbed—several Europeans 
and Sepoys are reported as having been murdered. 


OCEANICA. 
DISCOVERY OF A CHRISTIAN ISLAND. 

We see it stated upon what may be considered reliable 
authority that 80,000 Christians have recently been found 
upon an island north of Celebes. It has been rumored 
for a time that there was there a Christian people for- 

tten and forsaken, which, however, yet possessed three 
fapies, and conutimmed steadfast in the faith, When mis- 
sionaries first lauded on the island they met with a school 
teacher and his pupils, who repeated in the Malayan 
tongue, * As the heart panteth after the water brooks, so 
pauteth my soul after thee, O Lord.” No Bibles were 
found, but its most precious promises were written upon 
the bark of trees. ‘They knew the Apostles’ Creed, and 
the Heidelberg Catechism, and the Christian customs, 
1 wenty-seve. churches and ye Th h 
the instrumentality of Pastor Heldring, founder of t' 
Magdalen Asylum at Steinbeck, and chief patroa of In- 
ner Missions in Holland, four missionaries, who had been 
«lueated under the venerable Goesner, were cont and 
housand persons baptized. This is certainly an 
interesting discovery. The island on which these C 
tiaus were found belongs to the Kast India Archipelago. 
The Dutch have for years had political rule in this 
Chis may account for the original introduction of Chrie 
tianity among this people, and for the fact that the — 

t 


elberg Catechism was still found in their i. 

etill, the particular time and cireamétences in which this 
introduction took ewe may well challenge special at- 
tention, and elicit investigation from those who have the 
leisure and fagjjities for prosscuting it, 
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BELLE-LIFE AT NAHANT. 
* Of the bells— 
Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, ~ 
Bells, bells, bells—" 

Tne late Mr. Edgar Allan Poe sang very sweet- 

ly about the belis. He told of the 
“+ Silver bells! 

What a world of merriment their melody foretells!" 
and every body who has been in society for ten 
years, or five, or even one, knows all about the 
merry silver bells. If they do not, I beg to intro- 
duce them to my cousin Lilian—*‘airy, fairy Lil- 
ian,” as one of her admirers aptly called her; for a 





silver little bell she is, and her mingled laugh and | 


talk ring out like a peal of silver chimes. 


Ah! and then the poet, with exquisite instinct | 


and knowledge of the world, after telling us of the 
melody of the merry silver bells—up to the age, 
say, of seventeen, implores us to 
‘* Hear the mellow wedding bells, 
Golden bells! 
What 2 world of happiness the'r harmony foretclls 


To be sure it does! It is only your genuine 
golden bell that makes a truly mellow wedding 
bell. There was Claribel Coyne, my old school- 
mate—old Bullion’s grand-daughter, who used to 
have fifty dollars a week for pocket-money, and 
never less than twelve men wanting to dance with 
her at the sametime. She was what I call a gold- 
en bell; irregular, perhaps+-a little capricious, I 
have heard ; there were even rumors of ill temper. 
But it is ridiculous to associate ill temper with a 
girl named Claribel, with fifty dollars a week pin- 
money. When she became a mellow wedding bell, 
and we had the cards, ‘‘ Mrs. Persimmon Fitzal- 
oes, née Coyne,” ill-natured young men whom I 
snubbed when they made love to me, because I 
knew that they had been suitors of Claribel’s, used 
to say, “ Old Coyne gave her Fitz to get rid of 
her!” 

People who are not on easy terms with Coyne 
are very apt to disparage him and his whole fami- 
ly. But their real character is most amiable, as 
I happen to know from Tom Dyce, who told me 
confidentially (and I tell it to you in the same way) 
that he had a poor opinion of the Coyne connec- 
tion—he thought them distant, hard to be intimate 
with—until one day the aunt, with whom he lived, 
married into the family, who instantly came to see 
her in large parties; ‘‘in fact,” said Tom, ‘‘ there 
was no end of Coyne for months, and I was im- 
mensely pleased.” 

Mr. Poe tells of one other kind: 
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AFTER BREAKFAST, 


‘** Hear the loud alarnm bells!) 
Brazen bells! 

What a tale of terror, now, their turbulency tells!" 

I rather believe that my aunt, Miss Catawba 
Green, aged forty-seven, who will giggle and talk 
loud, and flirt her fan, and speak of ‘‘ us girls” as 
she used to nearly thirty years ago, when she was 
really young and pretty, knows all about the *‘ bra- 
zen bells.”” If she doesn’t, who on earth does ? 

Only, why did Mr, Poe always spell belle with- 
out the e? 

Here at Nahant we always put the ¢ to it, and 
I have heard Mrs. Quincy Granite say that Mr. 
Willis used to use the e when he wrote those pleas- 
ant stories about Nahant life thirty years ago. I 
don't know any thing pleasanter to read now than 
those Slingsby stories of Willis. When I first read 
them, and became acquainted with Blanche Car- 
roll and the rest, I was a yery small school-girl, 
and I read them on the sly; but I said to myself 
that girls were girls, and that I might be a belle 
as well as any body else, if I only resolved to do it. 
So I did resolve, and you may ask any body now 
at Nahant—yes, and I think there are witnesses to 
be found also at Newport and Saratoga, who will 
tell you whether I have succeeded. 

It isn’t enough to be pretty and modest to be a 
belle. Good manners are not the secret, neither is 
great beauty alone, though that comes nearer than 
any thing else. But don’t you know what people 
call tone in pictures? It isn’t the color nor the 

drawing only, it is a sort 
of something not to be 
described; at least, I 
have asked a great many 
of the long-haired, bad- 
hatted gentry who paint 
pictures, and they never 
agreed what it was. It 
is a sort of mellow com- 
plexion over the whole 
thing, and is as different 
from mere color as the 
bloom upon a ripe grape 
or plum is from the crude 
positive hue of the unripe 
fruit. Or didn’t you ev- 
er notice the ditference ? 
No? Well then come to 
Nahant, and you can 
study every variety of 
blush and bloom upon 
ripening fruit in Mr. 
Tudor’s gardens behind 
those thick-paled fences, 
that strain these rough 
sea-winds into soft zeph- 
yrs before they touch his 
trees, very much as a 
fine-tooth comb would 
transform the rummy 
breath of any old sailor 
on the coast into a kind 
of music before it pol- 
luted a baby’s lungs. 

All this means tact. 
To be a belle, it is neces- 
sary to be handsome, 
“well made, of great good 
manners, and of consum- 
mate tact. Now every 
girl can have almost ev- 
ery thing but the chief 
thing. If you are not 
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positively squint-eyed or deformed, resolution and 
Madame—well, the freshest French woman—will 
make you handsome and of good figure. Manners 
you must manage for yourself. I have found the 
best rule perfect kindness—I mean, of course, kind- 
ness of manner. Most men are a little bashful 
with women. Young men get over it by bravado 
—older men with a kind of silent, superior, conde- 
scending air. Now, if you study never to take ad- 
vantage of this shyness, which makes men doubly 
sensitive—so that many a clever man is conscious 
of being a perfect fool with women—if you never 
wound them by look, or word, or insinuation, or 
implication, and never seem in league with any 
one man against any other—why, a little judicious 
flattery of manner only, not of words, does the 
whole business—the man is yours. 

Have you never noticed that very ‘‘smart” wo- 
men are never belles? There are, of course, what 
may be called “loud’’ young ladies from some 
Western cities, and from New York sometimes, 
who smoke, and drink sherry cobblers at night, | 
and call the gentlemen by their Christian names, 
and who are always very conspicuous ; but there 
is the same difference between such people and 
belles that there is between notoriety and fame. 

The difficulty is that tact is not to be taught; it 
is the subtlest sympathy constantly on the alert. 
Its aim is to please—positively, by saying and do- 
ing what is agreeable; and negatively, by omit- 


or Newport, or Saratoga, which of course he never 
does—for where could he stay, and what could he 
do ?—and, entering his name upon the book as the 
Rev. Mr. Lamb, should mingle in the charming 
groups that swarm along the piazza or sit ¢0 ami- 
ably in the parlor, I think the manners of the 
reverend gentleman would be so winning and en- 
tertaining, that the young men would view him 
without jealousy, and the old without cynicism. 
The young women would consider disparity of 
years nothing, where hearts were truly united; 
and the old ladies would: seriously ponder how 
much they might reduce the necessary figure for 
their daughters, in consideration of certain per- 
sonal advantages in the husband. Old and young 
would go to bed charmed with the manners of their 
new acquaintance ; nor, among the other dreams 
of the night, would the fancy obtrude itself that, 
when the Rev. Mr. Lamb went off, he disappeared 
in smoke, and that the gentlemanly companion of 
an evening could such an awful tale unfold. 

On the other hand, I suppose Dr. Johnson’s mor- 
als were good, but his manners were certainly of- 
fensive. 

You are surprised that I speak of Dr. Johnson? 
You have seen me whirling in the polka with Tom 
Dyce at the hotel, or racing over the beach with 
him in his wagon? Very well: it istrue. I am 
that young lady. I wear two bracelets and ear- 
rings, and those very hoopy skirts. I bow], bathe, 
dance, dine, flirt, drive, sigh, smile, pick up moss- 
es, and wander over the rocks in a broad-brimmed 
hat and a very becoming morning dress, which the 
girls here will call peignoir, apparently not know- 
ing that petgnoir is the dressing-gown—mine is a 
short gown—in which we sit when the hair is be- 
ing brushed. I am that same young lady—aged 
somewhere between seventeen and twenty-three, 
and I have spoken of Dr. Johnson. I know about 
him and about a good many others, and you are 
surprised, That is always the way with men. 
You profess to honor us—your mouths froth with 
compliments. Suddenly we show that we are not 
fools, and you never forgive us. You say you want 
something ‘‘feminine.” Especially men who drink 
brandy and water soon after breakfast, smoke all 
the morning, talk horses and drive horses all the 
afternoon, and gamble all night—especially these 
men want what they call ‘‘the feminine element” 
in women. 

Don’t their whole lives show they do? Don't 
every act of their lives cry aloud, and proclaim upon 
the house-tops their sympathy with what is we- 
manly? Are they not av alluring stvle of oak for 
the shrinking and clinging vines to climb upon? 








ting all allusions that are not so. ‘‘ Never speak 
of hemp to a man whose 
father was hanged,” is 
the negative way of 
stating tact. — “All 
things to all men,” is 
the positive way. — 
There is no need of 
asking me about the 
morality of this. I am 
treating of belles and 
manners, not of saints 
and moral _philoso- 
phers. 

One thing, however, 
I am free to say to you 
in strict confidence ; 
and that is, that good 
manners are not al- 
ways indicative of good 
morals. I mean, of 
course, using the word 
manners in the usual 
sense. If you see a 
man or woman every 
day, you would natu- 
rally presently discov- 
er their sympathies and 
tastes. They would be- 
tray them involuntari- 
ly. For instance, if a 
man cared nothing for 
children —if he were 
impatient or ill-temper- 
ed—he could conceal 
it for some time, but 
not for a long time, un- 
less he had some very 
desirable end to serve 
by playing a huge and 
difficult game. 

But for all that, if 
the great D—— should 
ever come to Nahant, 
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There is something 
feminine — so there is 
something ignorant, and 
weak, and silly. Now 
are ignorance, and weak- 
ness, and affectation the 
constituent parts of ‘‘the 
feminine element ?” 

You ask what Tom 
Dyce thinks of it, with 
whom I dine and dance. 

Merci, not so sarcas- 
tic as you suppose. I 
like to drive in an open 
wagon,witha fleet, hand- 
some horse and a good- 
natured driver. Voila, 
my drive. I like music 
dearly, and can’t help 
dancing on a good flor 
to a fascinating band; I 
need only an easy, firm 
partner, of good height, 
of gentlemanly address. 
Voici, Mons. Tom Dyce! 
Behold the philosophy 
of my dance! 

Do you think I never 
eat mutton - chops be- 
cause I think a saddle of 
venison the best meat in 
the world? How many 
days in the year ought [ 
to expect to have deer to 
my dinner? I had rath- 
er dance and drive at Na- 
hant this summer with 
Tom Dyce than with all 
the seven wise men of 
Greece put together. Do 
you suppose I think Tom 
as wise as Solon? Heis 
a good-humored dunce, 
who wears well-setting 
clothes, and drives and 
rides and dances well, 
and he likes to be with 
girls, and particularly 
likes to be thought fascinating to them. 

** And his merry bosom swells 
With the pean of the bells, 
And he dances and he yells; 
Keeping time, time, time, 
In a sort of Runic rhyme, 
To the pxan of the bells!" 
(Always with the e understood.) 


THE BELLE OF THE EVENING. 





RESULTS OF THE CAMPAIGN. 


[From a Female Point of View.) 








I came here this summer to enjoy myself,@nd 
Tom helps me doit. If he be a dunce, as I think, 
I am sorry for him. 
the sensible, intelligent, accomplished men won't 
bowl, and drive, and dance, and sip the foam from 
the tip of the wave—what then? Do they sup- 
pose that a girl who means to be a belle, and comes 
to Nahant or Newport for pleasure, and not for phi- 
losophy, is going to sit 
quietly in a corner and 
talk wise nonsense? If 
they think it is such a 
dreadful thing to dance, 
and frolic, and flirt, 
why don’t they stay 
away? I come here to 
bowl, and Tom Dyce 
; to ride, and 
Tom Dyce rides; to 
drive, and Tom Dyce 
drives; to dance, and 
Tom Dyce dances; to 
lounge about and skip 
stones into the water, 
and Tom Dyce lounges, 
and laughs, and skips, 
and doesn’t bother his 
head about my being 
frivolous ; and doesn’t 
think it ‘‘a great pity 
that sensible girls 
should be so taken up 
with dancing ;” and 
isn’t all the time mor- 
alizing upon the vani- 
ty of ‘* society.” 

Do I expect to mar- 


bowls 


— 


pit PLL 


ry him? 
Why, have I said 
that I came to Na- 


hant to be married? I 
thank you kindly, but 
I am in no hurry. I 
am just a girl, you see, 
and, I believe, rather a 
belle. I am young, 
well, and gay; I have 
done my share, a very 
fair share, of studying 
and accomplishing; 1 
don’t believe my heart 
is bad; I know that I 
love fun, and that here is plenty to be had, so to 
say, for the having. Did you ever know Tom 
Dyce to marry? I don’t mean, of course, the par- 
ticular biped who sends me the bouquets, and hires 
ten men to toot under my window at one o'clock in 
the morning, and wears the peg-top trowsers and 
the neat little English dog-collar, and the heavy 
shoes with pepper-box toes—I don’t mean that par- 
ticular specimen, but any of them? Yes, to be 
sure, now and then one. But they only marry 
wisely and when they are old beaux. 

A time comes, I suppose, when Tom suddenly 
feels that there are other young men; in fact, oth- 
er and younger men. An awful moment comes 
when, in leaving the ball-room, mamma says to 
Laura, about whom Eustace is hovering with hun- 
gry eyes and eager arms—just as Tom did about 
her mamma twenty years ago—‘‘ Laura, my dear, 
take Mr. Dyce’s arm and go on.” That easy ma- 
ternal confidence utterly annihilates Tom's felici- 
ty. It reminds him that he is considered ‘ per- 
fectly safe.” It has come to mean nothing that a 
young girl should take his arm and go off home. 
He has grown into the avuncular and paternal 
condition. From that moment he is no longer sus- 
picious : his coming, his going, his attentions ex- 
cite no kind ofapprehension. The girls say, ‘‘Only 
Mr. Dyce,” and ‘‘ Mr. Dyce was there, of course.” 
Mr. Tom Dyce has reached the period when he 


But what is to be done? If 
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might as well marry and neglect his dress a lit- 
tle. 

Eustace is traveling the same road. Mr. Dyce 
is only thinking and feeling a little before him. 

I don’t mean to suy that Tom is any more agree- 
able for being a dunce. I confess [ should rather 
have Ajax or Hector drive me on the beach than 
Thersites. But if Achilles chooses to mope in his 
chamber, or sit and 
smoke over Bacon’s Es- 
says or Buckle’s His- 
tory of Civilization (I 
haven't read it, but I 
know there is such a 
book, which more 
than Tom does), do you 
think I am not going 
to chase the winds over 
the glittering sunset 
pavement of the beach, 
if Tom will offer me his 
chariot, and himself to 
urge the flying steeds? 
Wouldn't you eat an 
apple from the Hespe- 
ridian orchard because 
a booby handed it to 
you over the wall ? 

It isn’t always Tom 
who plucks me the ap- 
ples; that is, not al- 
ways the same Tom. 
There are many kinds 


is 


of them: the Boston 
Tom; the Baltimore 
Tom; the New York 
Tom; and Vhiladel- 
phia and Charleston 
Toms. I find the study 
of comparative Tom 


Dyces very diverting. 
Any belle would be 
very foolish who didn’t 
get the greatest possi- 
ble entertainment out 
of her beaux. (Tom al- 
ways pronounces that 
word boze.) 

Thus in the morning 
I come down to break- 
fast about nine o'clock. 
Sound sleep and sea- 
air, and nothing on my mind, make my cheek 
fresh and my eyes bright, I suppose; and I don’t 
deny that I wear what I think a becoming, care- 
fully-careless morning dress. Don't you know 
men always say that a woman never looks so well 
as ina morning dress? They think it is the dress! 
But have they never seen the same thing in flow- 
ers? They forget that both the girl and the flow- 
er have been steeped in the dew of sleep, and been 
colored by the rouge of rest! (I said so to Tom 
yesterday morning as we stood in the hall, lean- 
ing against the wall, after breakfast. He hadn't 
the remotest idea what I meant, but he looked calm 
—for he is continually playing the part of a gen- 
tleman, which he says is *“ being quiet’’—and, twirl- 
ing his glasses, replied, with that nonchalant grav- 
ity which betrays every thing, ‘Ah! yes, certain- 
ly, of course.”’) 

I go in to breakfast, and take my tea and toast, 
with several of the youth, who bow with very much 
more ceremony than courtesy. 
have already breakfasted, usually sit opposite, and 
I hear whatever is new or good since the last night. 
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Two or three, who | 


There isn’t always a great deal of it; but we are | 


all merry, and lay plans for the morning. 


My list | 


of drives, rides, and dances is always full; and if 


any girl will only take the trouble to dance very | 
well, and dress becomingly (not richly—men don't 
care for diamonds in a dancing partner), and be | 


generally gracious and 
sweet, and hide both the 
intention and its accom. 
plishment, why, she will 
have as many dances as 
she likes, and drives too. 

I like that morning 
hour after breakfast 
when we wake afresh to 
the sweet consciousness 
of the pleasant, lazy life 
we are leading. Tom 
holds his hat in hand, 
and says a good many 
amiable stupidities. But 
he is well bred and well 
dressed, and few people 
talk well. To be sure, 
we part by-and-by, and 
I prepare for the bath. 
It isn’t so good at Na- 
hant asit is at Cape May, 
or even Newport, where, 
however, the beach is at 
the end of a cove—a cage 
in which the seais caught 
and tamed down a little 
for the use of city people. 

But any where, how 
splendid it is! Helf the 
globe is your bathing- 
tub. You sit. on one 
edge of it, and paddle 
your feet in the water, 
which on the other side 
is paddled by ° people 
you will never see, and 
couldn't understand if 
they spoke. The great 
waves that dash over 
you, and would reflect a 
pine if they could get 
near enough, are sub- 
stance of the same wa- 
ters that swoon—as the 
poets say—under the 
palms. I go down to 
. : the beach to bathe, and 
foreign countries seem to be close tome. I touch 
the water, and by the liquid chain I hold the Spice 
Islands in my hand. Good Heavens, what mon- 
sters we are in the water! I think that the baggy 
bathing-gowns, and the caps and hats, are the most 
hideous insults to the ocean. Why not put on In- 
dia rubber dresses and take umbrellas ? 

But what Coolness, and freshness, and lithencss, 


Ml Ny 
ais 


AFTER THE HOP—THE SERENADE, 





RESULTS OF THE CAMPAION. 
[From @ Male Point of View.] 
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- mone 


worn 


rere 


on 


; 
* 


aa 





SB wn = - entidiunns. —— 














one 2x 





when you come out! 








a snake; not as.if I had hard bones, but only tlexi 
; ? 1 mania 

ble, massive muscle. ema opl 
. Da ea 

fal, I think, by the s supple it 


How natural the story of the mermaid 
children, we used to say that hairs lett in 


ter became water-suakes; and i an 





left in the water alive long enough I should taper 


skin 





off into a fish. As long as the brine is in my 
I perfectly und 
eatory motion. 
‘ . : ° “ee 

I think these things, and laugh while Mari 














brushes my hair after the bath. I have a novel 
in mv h and, to be sure; but I think of the novel 
in which [ am living, and of which [ am of the 
characters. Then | take a little nap—yes, & Morn- 
ing nap in the sea-air after a lin 
of roses. Just try if. Whe _ »w ) 
has brushed my hair already, rma winch r 
the cap and dresses it. T! sir i ho 
positively have it dressed im ly after brush- 


inz, and without the nap; and at dinu 
der where I got my color and spii 

Do they think it comes from the bo 
in to dinner, and which was brousht to me at one 
o'clock witha note? I hope they do, for poor Tom’s 
sake. Of course, it is the (guess which) fom who 


sends up the | OV With a 


r they won- 


yuet I carry 





ernat net 
sreat bouquet 


if is written, 





00t- 















and a card, on w ii somethi 
Poor Tom! wiiere did he learn to write ? 
“Mr, Dyee presents | r a 3. Will Miss Cle- 
paytra aceept the flours that accompany this, and will 
eo to ride with me this afiernoonin my wagon? He 
all at five. 
* Yours truly, yor." 
’ , vid ae 





Miss Cleoptyt-a wil! accey 


They are the choice st 





m3, anl, my dear, 
one must keep up one’s prestige. I have had at 
y since I have been at 
ir of toad-erting ? Do 

It isn’t only the 
‘s sake that makes 


house bloss 


least oue bouquet ever) 
Did vou ever 
you understand its philosophy ? 
1 ’ for tlittery 


is made possible only 








er 83 desire of tlitte 
toad-eating possible 
by the sut 
reptiles are devoured, 
a person who has long beew admired and tla 
at last comes to r 


fore he 






nin whose honor the 
But 


yuire the tonic of appliuse be- 





No, it isn’t only that. 





ean do auy thing worthy of praise. It is 
A toper crawls out for his 


seen them, ia the gray 





early 1 

morni throush the silent streets ? 
, ‘ : 

Someti ily citizer ho welcome 





s). Now he 
‘the appetite, but to 


So | am 





it that hour to grea 


certain peo- 





) ived 

nle to bee h may be ke pt in 

6° , : 
Al 3? I evs eat toads 


: ic Gods in whose 
» conswred despise the toad and the 





for the 


t 
honor they 





eater. I have seen a great deal of that not ten 
hundred thousand milion miles from a certain place 
I know. 


pt Tom’s bouquet and drive in 
I like to keep up my 
ir usel to expect gifts from 

Why shouldn't Miss 
Cleopaytra expect the same from h ? Soat 
dinner I put the flowers in my glass, an 
of my hot seup rises around them like 
Tom sees from afar. He ¢hints it is the tirst course 
iu his successful race for my favor. I /now it is 
only the first course in the bouquet of enjoyment 
which he is going to furnish Do you think 


S . 
that heartless? Still it doe I swal- 


meting of this spirit. 
state. Quacen Eliza 


Ts ? 


l the steam 


incense ! 














lie, 


’ h 
it Chonxe me, 








low my soup, my fish, with equanimit: Tom 
Dyce isu’t going to break his heart for me. It ‘is 


i is nobody's 
at their own risk. 


is that your affair? 


a little game we are pl 
business but ours. Pe: 








if we choose to stake our hearts 
Do you mean to say that Tom stakes his, and that 
I don't play fair bec ise [ put up nothing? Thou 
fool! Because a pauper stakes his note for a thou- 
sand dollars, art thou therefore playing for a thou- 
sand dollars ? 

My first course may be upon Charleston Tom; 
my dessert ma’ be Boston Tom. Shall we say 
alittle too late? Just «after, instead of just 
a wonderful difference, 





before dinner, may make 
Boston Tom Dyce is handsome, and of gen leman- 
ly demeanor. There is closer supervision of con- 
duct in a small than in a large place. A man or 
woman may bury themselves in the crowd in New 
York or Philadelphia; | defy them to do it in Bos- 
ton. You are always in view. Plant yourself on 
the Common, and all Boston will come round to 
you. This is a charming fact for friends, but for 
enemies not so pleas int; for debtors, disagreeable ; 





’ 








for youth who wish to be fast, not at all exhilara- 
ting. Boston State House alwavss is to me like 


grandma in a clean cap, si 
l Whata demure school 
l Beacon Street, and 
Mount Veraon Stree ll with 
clean front doors on, and shining window faces! 
think the Bostonians behive 
nicely because they are ifraid of the State Louse 

Tom's note comes-as a chasse ¢ 
leaving the table: 





rreat fat ing up very 
i hool. H 


il-behave 





so W ll and dress so 
if, just as lam 
“ Dag Miss CLEoratra,—Will you let me drive you 
over to Lyna this atternvon, to meet the Buzzards who 
It will be a pleasant drive h 
Pnuomas Dyes.” 
There’s the correct thing for you! I would 
swetr the State House had looked over that note, 
with spectacles rubbed up for the occasion. Look 
at the conclusion. No abrupt and hard 
eted “ Tout a vus’’—no af- 
no stiff ** Your ole- 
‘Your friend”—but 
uncommitting ** Thomas Dyce.” 






are coming down ? 
tie moonlight. 





safe 





Yours trulv’—no af 


for fonate “* baithfully vours’ - 


rvant “no dan 


with 
tus scouring over 


late, Thomas. I am going to drive 





ston Tom. You will: 
Lynn beach in his dog-cart, with the natty groom 
We shall ail | d smile, an 
We shall all say, “‘ How pleasant!” * 


yr 


ly day! 





bebiad, 


d chat. 


What a love- 
Many Toms will be clattering along 








IT always fel sinuous, like | upon fine hor 


Tle 





znd the smooth sinuoSity of pis- 
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sitting the trot, whic! 


ol rhiin L.0 





undappy th 


vouns married pairs in wagons, on horses, 












ri papas and aianaas, 
ding the 
ing by in clo earri , behviding us upon the 
sume beach, fa the same sunset—laughing, loving, 
chat pe—vav hosts of their departed selves— 
brisk and beautiful spectacle of an hour, while t 
sea is dow ndt it comes up lazily and wipes 
ail our Trac uw 


lrives another girl. 
es me, and talks at int rvals. 






ition, and I am content to breat 





to nod and smile. 








geon, dri »wiy with her deaf aunt, looks 
cornfully at me as Lt whirl by with Thomas D, of 
Charleston. ‘ By-bv, Belinda dear!” I have only 


I 
time to shake my hand lightly 


of my smile. What a pity Belinda d 
waste her scorn upon me. I will m 


her to drive to-morrow, and T will say toh 


linda, dear, do you think it Christian to sneer at 
young gentleman because Heaven has not en 


‘ 





ed him with as much wit a 

But the drive over- 
and behold us at the 
Well, I confess it is } 
dozen men round me, of 
each waiing for a word cl 
Youtl 


flowers, music, 





» | 





smile. 





health, be uty, ch erfulness; 





-1 find them good things. 


brimming, beaming beaker of them eve 


tery, applause 
a great, 
ning I go into the ball 
evening I go into the ball. Tl 
young, cluster around nie; the ()ueen of She 








il 





not a more obsequious court, 


han lsomest bosoms, and peurl, aud opal 
mond shirt-buttons, and d 
skim with them through the lolka, the Maz 


and 


delic 





the Lancers—yes 


re.iment of the dance. All the Toms are there 
We float in music. 


People talk a gr 


cing. Belinda Mudgzeon says it’s only absurdly ri- 
diculous and trivial. Well now, Belinda dear, if 
dancing be ll that, h el tins wi} ing i 


1 nst the wall] 


























must be to stand against t Wisll Le i i 
saving such comfortal l es and t i 
sweet thoughts, wl a thousand gsood spiri 
whisp ‘to ine ln t music Whose airy ara 
fold me and lead me on 

! know it’s tir i hut w ] faticr 
bic t the hotel we « wal i 
za when th ll is ¢ id t 
the sea, a ou 1 ti , | 

los} Pp: ; l ¢ ly ire } 
in the earl Ml hours tha 

) * 
1 
t of rst 
i i hiook i H 
— 
} 3 too 
i isl I i 
sad t | w—it 1 
need in melancholy 
1 peep downward from 
my window. 

I know it is enly Tom D 1 ten he 
has hired for fifiy dollars to blow and on 
brass and wood, Whatthen? Was not my splen 
did namesake — Antonv’s glorious * byvpo’— 
bones, and flesh, 1b! lio mu think it is 
the skelvton of ihe rom al X¢ 
—that touch me, or the divine soul tl r! 
mine while I listen, and nsfcures tl iit 





my eyes while I am in its embra 
Well, well, suppose it do. s make me think of ge 








ing aw omi f coming 
and going from i . ej mak 

myself I len aye of bell+h 

not dwindle away 1.0 sil a rss, ¢ lis 
There’s Tom going away at the end of the season, 


after he has asked me to marry him, and received 














a gracious refusal — terri iye Nj Empty i 
hed, of course, because he came so. Empty ia 
heart, because has had ho chance of installi 
any body in my p! mipty in pocket, because 
he has been fillin » peckeis of hest, mu $ 
boatmen, tlers, billiard saloons, bowli \ 
and the | eper,from his own. ‘That is the net 






result of 


8 summer c 





mpa 


purse, and a longer bill in the most plethoric con- 


dition. Do you 
me sad ? 


I shall go too, but not empty. No; Is! 


suppose his going away 


the summer upon a rosary—every bead ¢ 
And so I shall next summer—aud next. I 


about the twentieth next summer ? 








w liver with ¢ 


ace of their tor 


elancholy men a 


mis, I am not yet an iron belle, 
¥ away this pretty little string of 
‘ome aguin to capture more. You think 
wht? I he so. | only await my 
,even 1; for do you know the sweet- 
he bell, after all? It is the merry 





rint s, Heady ’ L plas Wi . In 
what obscure nook amid thei ISP th 
seenes of my story wots not; but a swallow wine- 
ing from your city walis m h it in a sume 





mer morning’s flight. 
Hlalf hid in a vale nestled my lowly roof. Here, 


PROTA oer meee en te wea RTS BBE: < 


1 is now the 


vers and flirters, and 


in care 


ius, aunts and uneles, roll- | 





Charleston 
Happily 


* flowers” do not betray their diiler- 


e 


Belinda Mud- 


h ut he r, an 1 make 
my face positively sticky with the excessive honcy 
var should 
ke Tom ask 





-the moon rising, 
Ne at the bali! 







moonlight, sea-air—adimiration, flat- 








old and 


va had 


il, and dia- 


the Balmoral. They are my 





it deal of nonsense about dan- 


makes 








for years, I led a lonely lite, and followed the va- | tears; ind we talked of Hero, Andromeda, and 
My pursuits I dig- 

y were idle 
I went 


varies of a Bohemian humor, | 
nified with the name of sc:ence, but they 


and dreamy reveries over plants and rocks. 


about with a hammer breaking stones; I peered 
r blos- 





into forest ways after the delicate and ra 
soms which hide themselves in modest places; 


gathered in formal rows spread grasshoppers and 


imp sled beetles. 


For a long time my days were lonely and quiet ; 
but once a little girl, rambling in the woods, jvin- 
ed me by chance, and, being kindly encouraged, 


in a litle while came almost every day to ca 


my basket for me. She took intense delight 


my pursuits, watched with staring eyes my re 


searclies among the rocks, and soon esteemed it 
grand privilese to gain admittance to that apart- 





4 Curiosilics Wwe! 


all my specimens at 





¥, studiou 











ch r, and excessively tender of 
Hie spent all his days close shut in b's li 
lle appear lto know no one; and during th 
eral vears he resided in the valley I was the J 
person, with the e tion of one other, ever ad 





mitted into his socie 


more than twe 





Viola was not 





culiarly charming. [t w I 






is pleasa 





woodland walks to have her running before and 
hovering around me like a rite; to wateh her 





s up rocks, and clap he 








abundance of 
r soul look upward t 





see her ease 


But Vio did not remain a little girl of twelve 





vears. Before I knew it, she ¢ 


for the idea, it fles 























n—lmost. Her ¢ $s now 
3 of her waiters, h ] were 
re was a steaci manner about 
sprang to ¢ 2 % penaant 
rms so revealed were full 
bust gave 1 fascination to her 
L went home after this discovery though! fal and 
& \ 1 now, 1 saw, sue would be a Woe 
] lt rafter | should 
! ] " TI 
j H t 
t » ‘ ‘ 
, 
, ‘a li 4 
1 
: ] I 
\ i i ts ht of love; I} red 
ossil of f happi At 1 \ sl 
} i W | | nil 
V u \ it 
Wi smile tell on 1 
Yr di i lreams 
j bent, my han \ t 
my | s we 1 turning from their 
outhful blac low, given 
to dis , dull; as little 
sui for t a muniny from 
the I nits A verv different lover from this 
Vio would | one with dark locks, eayle eyes, 
elust rure, | rt, quick voung blood ! 


ild hopes tlashed 





ss, and went out 




















! 
i u i 
\ \ t the z, Vio 
e ‘ ‘ 
‘ hat i matter, Sir? You are sad.” 
3; HL not last. It will float away 
LK Hust \ fell me, Vio, how old are 
.} 
$0 ¥ yas 
two I shall be quite grown.” 
t mor wutiful, perhaps, than now.” 
Linust not flatter, Sir. 
Phat’s tru 1 i will nof flatter. But still 
tol ou are very a 





‘Do vou really like me, Mr. Vail ?” exclaimed 
looking uj - eyes with simple frank- 
ness. “I hope ye . I delight so much in 
these long rambles; and I w im a great 
deal more about botany a f hope you 

will always like me, for I do 5 
A thrill of emotion shot thron bh me 


Sie, iook! »> nto 





This was 








utter childish simplicity and frank . Love, the 

passion, could never Lloom in that soil for me 
For ! How monstrous the thought! Was 

I not mad to think of linking her young life to my 


id and world mnheart? ** Drownthethovght!” 


-Wo!l 


it up fore 





> hand smoothe 





day ; 
You will 





t then the old stone-breaker 
h never, never forget vou; never narry—so 
I think now For, Sir, | could not leave my fa- 
th Alas ! he srows p iler and sadder ¢ very day. 
ile sits for hours with his brow upon his hand; he 
starts so nervously when one comes near him un- 
expectedly. Oh if my father should die!’ 
** 1 do not think he will die,” said I, ‘“* but we 
must persuade him to abandon his books. We 


urge him to come with us into the forest 











son) nos, jut let us sit h , Vio, and talk 
It w under an elm, on a smooth rock, and Vio 
1 i 1] intomy fuece. Llere 
we talked, and bv the gra iO f that of which 





and I, with 


which one at 


the heart was full, we tall 


delight in self-torture times 


strangely feels, depicted to her pleased imagina- 
tion an ideai husband; and [ told her a long, 


tender love-story, which meistened her eyes with 





‘ } 
ew Lora 


wav Was 


ous and melun- 


Vio. 





‘lve years of age 


rst knew her—a Saxon beauty, with light- 


nla bright, tairy-like manner pe- 
t in our loug 


s, and Jaugh in 


ot bi 
tier; and one day, quite suddenly, without any 
i ed upon me that 





} stra 











ourselves, 
| first time, a letter upon the table, conspicuously 





_[Avevsr 28, 1858, 


: . _ 
other heroines of ci 


issic love-stories ; and she, in 
childish romance, wished that sume splendid hero 
might come and win her too, 

So day by day we continued our rambles; and 
silently spread the foundations, Ifigher grew the 
structure of a passion 1 was too weik to crush, 
unwilling to escape. 

-_- —_ 
CHAPTER IL. 

At last Vio found a lover. Walter Richmond 
was a member of one of the few wealthy families 
in the county. He had just graduated at Yale, 
Hlis e pec tations were brilliant, his destined for- 
tune large, itious. But he fell in” 
love with the pure white spirit of Viola Ashway, 
grander men might have done, 
his manner brilliant, his 

and so the tender, del- 
Vio, whi se whole atmosphere 
was love, flew to his magnetism intensely. : 

With how 
irrows for 
verceiving in me only a tender friend, made love 
in my very presence —lavished their affections 


his fumily aml 











Ilis spirits were high, 
up-looking 


many secret pangs, great agonies, 


lor the unconscious lovers, 











and never knew 
or dreamed how each warm look sent sharp stings 
into the uncouth heart beside them. 

With less 1, less balance, I should 
have hated Walter; my passion would have bro- 
ken out, and I ive ruined Vio's peace. 
But with what @ held 
down the struggli 
even while my he: 
And now, too, so many ef my 


ich other before my eves, 











ne can know | 
> I smiled, al d smile d 
rt sank down, down like a rock, 


1 
vailks were ak ne, 








I missed daily the sweet presence which so long 
had flung sunlight on my path. Already I felt 
the coming shadow which would leave me bleak, 
with a clouded path. 
with age! that with the 
passing away of youth passed away also the power 
to feel, to love, t m! that the heart could dry 
and wither with » flesh, and that the dust of 
time might clog its beatia d dull its sense! 
“ Then vou love Walter,” said I to Vio one day. 
“Oh yes, Sir, Ithink Ido. He is very no!le 
and good. You like him—at least I hope vou do. 
You are my best and oldest friend. Next to my 
father, | must have you to like Walter of all men.” 
** Does your father wish you to marry 7” 
‘*Hle is very ansious; he urges it too much I 
think,” and Vio blushed, 
*“* And Walter?” 
“Ts anxious too; but he has not vet the consent 





1, forsal —- life 


barrer 


Oh that wisdem came 














ofallhis family. His father wanted him to marry 

lady in New York, some one rich and high; but 
his father will consent, Walter says, in a little 
while. Time wiil brin lout. And we are so 





a long i 
when you are married we shall hunt for 
no more plants t 

urious ro-ks.” 

‘Oh no, for I shall have a 


ns we two shall gather it.” 


ug, vou know, we can wait while.” 
1 
‘ 


gother; you will forget all about 
collection of my 


—_ =e 
CHAPTER IIL 

A Few weeks after the al 

Vio I was ar 


ove conversation with 
use'l from a heavy sleep at midnight. 

“Mr. Vail! Mr. Vail!’ thundered a voice Le 
low, and some pebbles came rattling against the 
pa to awaken me. I sprang up and rushed to 
the window. 

‘“‘ Please, Sir, come at once to Mr. Ashway’s,” 
exclaimed Ashway’s servant from Lelow, as I 
thrust my head from the window; ‘ something 
e has happened |” 

“To Miss Viola?” I cried out, in great alarm. 

“ No, Sir—to Mr. Ashway. Miss Viola sent me 
to vou. She is in great distress. I can not ex- 
plain, and must hurry back. Please come at once, 
Sir, I beseech you”—and with these words he turn- 
ed and hurried off. 

In a very few minutes T was dressed and walk- 
ing rapidly along the road in the direction of Mr. 
Ashway’s residence. It was only two miles. In 
Jess than half an hour I reached it. 

As I entered the gate to the lawn in front of the 
house a horse galloped rapidly along the rozd, and 
Waiter, who also had een sent for, it seemed, 
sprang from the saddle and hurried toward me. 
Almost at the same moment Vio came running 
from the deor, half lad, her bare white feet glis- 
tening upon the moon-lighted path, her locks di- 
sheveled end floating t ngled and wild, a shawl 
hastily wound around her shoulders. She could 
not speak. IHler eyes looked startled and wild. 
Her whole f » shock with some extraordinary 
grief and te 

“Por Heaven's sake, Vio!” exclaimed Walter, 


















seiz her hand, “what is it? Are you ill? Is 
\ _ 
iough, she shrunk from him, and 





gv tome, hiding her face, sobbing, 
d utterly overcome by the intensity 
Walter, i t self, 
stunned her with ques 


i 


convulsively cl 


shiverin 1 





rr. au 
fhear cricf or Se nt hi 
of ner grief, i great excitement hi 











ns and importunities. 

alter,” sail I, assuming as 
ible, though sorely puz 
our excitement increases her 
let me carry you, Vio. Your feet 
» bleeding now, cut by the sharp pebbles.” 
she lay in my arms still and resigned, and 
her into the house. Ve entered Mr. Ashwav’s 
study. He was not there. The light was burn- 
ing. <A few books and papers ] y upon the table 
I motioned Walter to restrain bis 
, and to ¢ I took a chair, 


} 











in confusic 











© it himself, 
an it Vio in one beside me, but she sunk 
down upon the floor with a wild sob, and Luried 
her fice upon my knee. Walter ran toward her, 

} 1 ols 

ha’ ly on 

OW] he asked, with so im- 

patier r father ?” 





he sobbed out, vic lently. 

e!” T said; “but we can 
ild's agitation by being ¢ ilm 
I ol served, for the 








nly soothe the ; 


What'‘is 





this? 





HARPER'S 





Avevust 28, 1858.] 


placed, and addressed to me. 
it hastily. It contained these words: 

* S1n,—To- 
ed and long expected. 
am as one dead. 
her protector, her friend. 
not explain; it isa retribution. Farewe il forever. 
“Wititiam AsHway." 


I read and silently handed the note to Walter. 
Bewildered by the dreadfal mystery of this disap- 
pearance, I still repressed my curiosity and excite 





I seized and read 


night a blow has fallen I have long dread- a 
1 Henceforth to my poor child I | picious too. How can [ conceal from my heart 
Be you, I implore you, her guardian, that it is both of these? Yet, Walter, I do believe 
What has befallen me I will 


but it is all so stran 
**] know that, Walter, 





my father to be innocent ; 


Es have bee 


he may be wrone d, « 


2 unwise, or be under some terrible cor 


spiracy. But if vou do not share that belief, then- 


for 1 know how proud you are, how hig 


reat things your friends expect of you 


hyoul 

















“*No, Vio, I do not wish to use harsh words: 


It is strange and sus- 





ment, and thought only of Vio. Gradually she | lhe poor child broke into a passi a Senet al 
grew more subdued and calm, alth sob- | tears, and, weak fiom piclonged excitement, sank 
bing and weeping on my knee. I now, for the | down upon the fl 
first time, observed that she, too, had a letter And Walter did not 1 »? dif uot s "ye 
clasped, ert ished and broken, to her bosom. Wal- | fer! | could have struck him down ‘ : 
ter, whose impatience for the particulars of this | there rushed over me t a wild pe. 
extraordinary disappearance could brook no delay, I’ you bit your tokens, Walter 
again pressed her with urgent inquiries; and in } she res de 9699) bao not ¢ - : 
broken sentences she told the story. | free—vou 3 Be ep ined eats 
‘* J was awakened sud lenly,” she said, ‘‘by the | think dishonored vhose father you so bar 
tramping of feet and strange voices upon the lawn. | judgeatelon. I release vou—! f ret all—all 
I sprang up and ran to the window. ‘Ihree men, | A sudden gasp, and he fell “ee 
strangers, were below; and among them was my | white and still. Walter, aluri ncth Seneca d 
father. I was so surprised that, for a minute, 1 | But | not 1 im to touch her: t lit 
could only watch them in silence—I could not | her : laving her cold « k upon my shoul 
speak. They walked away, my father among der, bi ua: ols with o warmth 
them. A terrible thought flashed upon me, and, | and ov about my 


throwing up the window, I called after him very 
toward me. 
and I could see him so 
he kissed his 
dropped 


loudly, 
He stood in the moonlight, 
well, looking so pale and mournful ; 
hand to me many times, then suddenly 
his face upon his breast and walked rapidly away. 
I flew down stairs and out upon the road after him. 
But they had all entered a carriage, and I beard it 
¥ I screamed, and called upon him, and 


They all paused. He turned 





dash away. 
ran till I w 
rolled on, rolled on watil it wi out of he 


I hurried 





beating s vid 


Then, with my heart 
back to the house. here was his study 


ly as he had 

left it, and upon the table a little note for me and 
one for Mr. Vail. Then i knew that he was gone 
forever; that he would not be dead, but worse, 
and | could never see him m ! never! never!” 
In a fresh outburst of grief the completion 


of her story, she sunk in down at my feet, 
while the shawl dropped from her wl -houlders, 
exposing them too mu I picked it up, shrouded 
her form with it, to her feet, and 
pered that she must go to her 

** You are with your lov 
Go and cover yourseli properly, then come back to 
us.”’ 

But she had not strength to go, and I led her to 
her room, by the way sun i 
her. I paused at the d 

“* Bathe your face, gather up your tresses, then 
join us.” 

She caught 

















my hand as I turned to 









‘¢T can not marry Walter now, | l 
very wildly. ‘* i know that l 10 
it; that now his fa ther ll never it; h 
is free—I release him—lis fumil ri - 
can not marry an out the dau of—-of—’ 

I checked her vy i ithori — 
for her manner gr wil ie l—and, 


riving her in charge o i 


4 


library, musing upon h 





to indicate some percep i 
not knoWn to me. Wh 
found Walter impetuously 
sheet of paper 
found it written over in ’ 
small letters, erased, blotted , the: -written, 
all with one word—crim: 

I put my finger upon the sheet and looked him 
significanily in the eyes. 

**Do you believe so?” 

IIe started and looked sur ->d when he saw 
the word written upon ihe sheet; he had uncon- 
sciously revealed his secret fear. 

‘*Tt is almost certain,” was his reply. 

* Too probable, [I fear. Poor Vio! She loved 
him, looked up to him, worshiped him almost. <A 
terrivle biow to her.” 

‘* Terri Je!” and he dashed his 
the paper in an irritable manner. 
surprised and a little startled. 

‘If it prove so, we must protect her from its 
consequences every way. % 

* Yes,” replied he, evasively. lis words, his 
manner almost terrified me. Could it be that he 
would abandon her? 1 felt a hot choler rising in 
my throat. 

‘““Walter, you are cool and evasive. I am 
quick to suspect—quick to fear, Whiut does your 





upon a 








pen down upon 
I looked at him 


She is innocent. 


manner, your lovks, your words, mean ?” 

** Ile is dishonored, and she is dishonored too, 
said he, slowly and doggedly. 

For a moment I felt a blinding rush of rage, 
then the sudden flash of a thought which held my 


” 





breath suspended, which shot throu sh my frame a 
thrill of ouch condensed rapture that I lived an 
age in a single pulse of time. If he discarded, 
might I not win! For a few brief seconds I was 
in a tempest. [ felt my veins swell, my heart 
tremble, my brain beat; | swayed before the fierce 
temptation, and almost yielded. But duty, faith 
to Vio, fidelity to Ashway, brought me back again; 
I spoke faithfully fur Vio's cause 

“Walter, can you speak so harshly ? 
your betrothe - 

““T did not then know of Ashway’s crime,” re- 
plied he. 

_*C rime! The word was echoed at the door. 
Viola had entered, and heard Walter’s remark. It 
harped both her fears aright. She ran and caught 
m¥ arm. 

‘Is it so, Sir? canit be? I feared, but can not 

be li ve 
. We e know nothing, Vio, of the reason for your 
father’s departure. We will not cons : 
with vain fears; we must be patie 
favorably as we can of the myste ry. 


S 


She clutched my arm ne rvously, and turned to 
? 





She is 


ourselves 
t, and think as 











Walter. 


And do you believe, Walter, that he has been 
guilty ? Can you apply a harsh word to him?” 


as out of breath, but still the carriage 





CHAPTER IV 





Tur next day I went to New York. Upon my 
arrival | hastened to an old friend, an atiorney 
|} and laid the ci nstances before him. He prom 
| ised to inquire, wv it to do so, and returne 
} with the information that William Ashway hac 
| been arrested for frauds committed while cashier 
of a bank, which had ] 1 recently discovei 

ed in tue wind its affuirs; that 
thou! i st th i 
I then prop iti i 
} tan d ly » Ashway's pt i 
| shru ik a f s] 5 me, but at 1 
| took my hand held itt long tim l 
| if he had « ] ly } ito obtain t 
| ft wil tid he; *! 
| live to i rio ] | e) \ 
|} honor s ! I i lmyr " 








drawn on ficti‘ivus balances aud properly classiied 





as ** kite-flyer 





p ple, some of whom suddenly failing to meet 
his ** accommodation” with their “ accomm.da 
tion”? had unexpectedly forced him to the wall, 

















and to the n f jindin ite Means 
A loan from his lved the m for a 
while, but the shar i | id fil 1 from 
him comfortable ** suvstanti leav his 
hand a mass of worthless secuiities \larmed, he 
had covered up the matter in 1 c bv t : 
entries, then flying to the i ior hid | f 
away, a prey to intense remorse L daily ¢ d. 

It took ie days to ferret out all this Untor- 
t ely h s guilty in the eve of the law; to 
friendly « itv he v inne and wronged 
But he was now sinking rapidl I sent for his 
daugl for he at last con ited nd his ying 
hours were consoled by her tender presence, and 
by tl vlicitude of friends who caine forward and 









lied in two weeks—long be- 
1 for his trial 


e papers 


dhim. ile « 


time appoint 


Leiric 
fore the 
agraph ap - ired in th 
and he and his offense were spe 

We carrie ove remains to tl 
home, and i 











village chu 





Two days after our return a package came for 
Vio. It was from Walter, and was a return of her 
letters and tokens. Among them was a letter from 
him. Itwasa pleaforhisconduct. Hedwelt upon 
his father’s relu.ctance to the match before, his ut- 
ter refusal to consent to it now; it told how much 
his future depended upon his father’s aid ; it assert- 
ed his belief that 
ents would not be |lessed. 
ed, elaborate defense. 

This much it showed me-—Walter had begun to 
tire of Vio before the event which so precipitated 
the rupture. his fan- 
cy quik kly captivated, quic kiv cooled. 


With the familiar hammer and the customary 





a marriage unsanctioned by par- 


It was a well-word- 


Llis nature was changeable ; 





resumed 

Vi 1 Tu 1 “4 

ible w l f ol Vio's 
spiri vith the air an ise-—a 
} kL . Wt 
game to her cheek, she ev Vi 





ng of youth she was rebounding from th: 
d her down. 








rows that had 


I 
And I walked forth with something 


gathering 


in my heart. Couldit Le? Were my 
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wild, rich dreams within the bounds of possitjili t _—— ng a Catholic charch 
| tv? Could] wien her now? Should | atte | but the dev é P i buth parties: the Ps . 
3 th parties; the Prot- 





still so old, so sere, so far below her grand ideals? | estants spat on the church 

















a t steps, and two days after 
But a wounded, bleeding spirit she tad flown to | the wedding the Admiral Colig y, the mo#t prom. 
my bosom. Forsaken, aloue, tempted with sor- inent of the Huguenot chiefs, was shot b¥ pp 
’ . o 5 on . * sal — 
V vould she sstle there ? sassin co led in ¢ ee he : 
row, V ae I she nestle t , bea issin conceal lin a house belonging to the Duke 
Ah, the might and wealth of such a hope! But | of Guise. Every thing had failed. $ 
then, poor dreamer, look at the incongruous union! | A year or so before the Queen-Mother Had met 
- . . . . D4 ’ 
A healthful vine upon a riven trunte! great joy and | in secret conference, the Duke of Alva, thé Minis. 
y h upon a heart weather-vLeaten in storms! | ter of the King of Spain, and the ablest ahd most* 
I led her forth a new way, up a mountuin-side, | implacable encmy of Protestantism in thd world, 
amidst wild, broken, chaotie masses, with chas | To him she bad confided her intention o4 trying 
riven into th ntre, and hi hp iks sealing the every method to calm the 1 iprocal | I atred be- 
s 1} li Lay plateau where the | tween Hug ) ml Catholics; and ull Sail ing 
valley stretched n befere t | to pursue a ¢ 108 | of oppres the Prot. 
| 
Vio. Let tulk. | ¢ ts so as to dri t their fold the rénk and 
We talked « ore of | and Vio laughed | file of the people. Alva bluntly told her ghat her 
t her old l nders and Perseus | pl would not succeed. “If you want fence,” 
‘if one should come vow ¢ cloud, hero-wor- | suid h you must have but one rcligiontin your 


shiper, what would you? | kingdom, ihe Iluguenots can not be crughed ty 
I will | temporizing measur you must have a fiPsh edi- 
live with you always, dear Sir; and be as learned | tion of the Sicilian Vespers, dor ten ‘ 


i Wal no lif , Met 1 or immortal 


ousand 






































s vou, if I can.” frogs are not worth one s Imon.” 
fell , Vio, am I Leander?” Tiiese counsels recurred te the Queen’s fremory 
**No, Sir;” and she laughed. with singular force when the news was Sroucht 
ot young enoush. Even if I swam the Hel- | her that, after all her pains, the old feud b$d been 
lespont, you could not fancy me a here?” revived by the assassination of the Adm al Co- 
** You are not old, | think.’’ li ny. “Shall we never have peace ?” he ex- 
‘Nor handsome enough ?” cla 1, bi ly 
‘*! never tought of that.’ Loy, her son Charles, who had jus 4 before 
“Still, answer me. Not old, nor ugly, but un- | the murder been a strong partisan of the Ql: rue. 
couth, huge, clumsy, brown, bent—I am no Lean- | nots, was so imbecile, fickle, and passi@hate a 
der, us you say, and can not hope to win a Hero?” | youth, that a single hiut from his mother | rought 
“J did not say that, Sir,” and she looked at me | him violently round to Catholic side. She told 
in a puczld way. him that Coli had sent for twenty thhusand 
* But true hearts can lodge in clumsy frames, | German Pr s 
Vio Look at un; tell me what 1 am?” —-W ld te It vretched bov? “ that 
“M tf { rnow.” She look: | not only Coligny, but all the Protestants ind’rance 
ed contused ished, and suid, ** The one Leside, were l, to plague me no more!” 
I love Lest, too.” l W what the Queen desired. She had 
‘Love in a respectful way—like a parent ?” come r to Alva's way of thinking. rders 
Lik friet \ é i ly. The Duke of Guise, y§ho had 
“WW is thut like, Vio? I can not stopat t eon ¢ of f il « rt in consequenc@ of his 
cold v ] ndshij borver-land — it | | val of the tolerance of Fhe Hu- 
! 1, Vio, i once V d | for and taken into secretHouncil 
i ‘ ! | l V \ ilso dispat hed#to the 
A look quick, eayer, startled; a « k pali | provosis of ral city companies who wereknown 
id flushing! 1 say ) d felt the ¢ to be intol in their hatred of Pro‘e¥tants. 
ill, t l ] 1 ri l t 1 ist- lime v ] s. Colignv was Au- 
] Li | t ivi s i hat the mas tuke 
I \ The « ‘ i \ | ¢ night of 2 
i th h is in \ vn t t terri nl prese nted 3 e ap- 
l rt i ve ( 1 tor mm } pearal ofa cal \ vie militia tense 
!) Long bas it hid i ion; it would | ( atholics—were underarms. Chains were s?retch- 
forever did it not dre , perhaps too fond- | e! across tl reets. Heliatle troop Livof echoed 
that itt n find res Ra opposite the Louvre. foward midnight tha@Duke 
\ and m a in uent as U to} of Gul l t 3 
Iti I will t the Huguenot febels 
( Vi I st lt m ( ‘ . ¥ 1tue well Ave ad 
| | \ l the ¢ nc for ti higence- 
crn ‘ I \ ! 1 1 re \ the break of duy.@ But 
! fol n r ‘ i rl | to d h cmotions, §] t the 
1, her shoulder and she was mine! early part of t night in working at an angateur 
he had ia the cellar of the P lace, coud not 
»T i owe how, clamor, at our wed- | em the delay. At half past one he order#d the 
Gi A oui | ion in chur fore | ll to be rung. \ll the churches Ni - been drarn- 
wi oniy ; then a rapid «close carriage-drive ed of what was about to happen; it is paingul to 
hme. That y i 1 entered my house lead- | read that the priests ea_erly welec« nabeaal snul, 
i Vio by the hand, thrusting the door wide op.n | and directed the toesin pea Metter eo in every bel- 
\ re me, exclaiming | fry in Paris with savage alacrity, 
Viola, 1 Vio. my own! | The cre began. ‘The Iluguenotes, rpusg 7 
teurs 1 light laughter: t her small, | from thi: Le's by the alarm, were sl vate. 
] 1my breast, with eyes peering up- | as they ij din the streets, Th n 
. , j s were folded down over | Coligny ing helpless in hi bed eri: ‘pled if is hi 
li l heart, ai iid Vout vsom ! ound, was assailed by a band of assur sits, to 


| 
| whose leader he calmly said, 
? | ‘Young man, have you no respect for my tray 


Ile was instantly massacred; his body pwas 
thrown out of window ; his savage foe, the uke 
of Guise, ac tually wipe d the blood and dirt from 
ri 1 his face in order to muke sure that the 
Every one has heard of the | that of his enemy, 





orpse jwas 















the followi page All that night, all next day, 
massacre; there may |e many among our read- | and all the day after, the slaughter conntehen. 
ers to whom the circumstances have become unfa- | Blood shed intoxicated the murderers, Men were 
miliar | seen running through the streets with Llood-red 

Fi W that time divided, perhaps nearly | piques and garments dripping with gore, shouting 
equally. Letwe the Roman Catholic and the l'rot- | for more victims. Neither age nor sex were spared, 
estant sects, ‘The strongholds of the latter were | Young girl-, infants, aged men and mothers were 
in the soutl estantisn: was | sla chtered promiscuously with the so'diers of the 
but another tern svience,thought, | Huguenot army. ‘The boy King himself, roused 
and s Ini stern by the sight of Llood, had an arquebuse brought to 
p n il was | him in the balcony of the Louvre and amused him- 
s lily ; 1m the | self by firing long shots at the crowds which were 
popular franchise ranged | seckiny a refuge in the P:é-aux-Cleres on the oppo- 
themselves under the banner of d re- | site side oftheriver. After atime alsolute frenzy 
ligion’’—leas with a view of acc relig- | seized the assassins. They ceused to confine their 
ious doctrines as in order to uarely | butchery to Protestants, Numbers of Catholics 
against the encroachments of roy: iy be | were kill and houses were plundered without 
said | itiv ely that the court 5 for regard to the religious views of their inhabitents 
either Catherine of was | Then nts who were doing the King’s Lidding 
th gn, and her son, Charles the Ninth, | found the gold of true believers as valuable as that 





a mere boy, were so lukewarm in their attachment | of heretics, nor did they loose their lust exclu- 
to Catholicity that they had frequently been ac- | sively Protestant pastures. 1 
cused of secret Calvinism, and had more than | short, the scene of a perfect saturnalia, 

It is not unpleasing to read that the first who 
Among | complained loudly of the disorder and anarchy 
ignorance and wrong- | wet | 





ris became, in 





once provoked outbreaks among the Catholics by 
the favor they showed to the Protestants. 
the people—such was the the civic companies, who had tendered their 
times !—sectarian services to the Duke of Guise, but who objected 
mutual hatreds of Protestants | to seeing their houses robbed or their wives und 
aud Catholics had frequently broken out into open daughters insulted. They prayed for an edict to 
warfare. Eac age had foreign allies —the Prot- | restrain the riots. The hing 

estants England, the Catholics Spain. Each had | warned all persons egainst melesi 
its armies and its military leaders. Each was con- | thetruefaith. The prov 
vinced that the only av ailable weapons of conver- | Though the street massacre only lasted three days 
sion were the sword, the arquebuse, and the pique. | for twenty-four there was no security for life or 
Catherine was, in her heart, satisfied that the tri- | property at Paris; and murder ran its race through 
umph of either religion was of comparatively mi- | the kingdom for six week There was not a day 
nor consequence if the dissensions which distracted | in the September of that year in whit h some 


headedness of the inimositics 


boiled over. The 


eran ed it, Lut 





* believers in 








‘com na, 










the kingdom could only be healed, The question —= mas did not take place in some part of Fran 
which trouiled her was how to heal them. She H ' i its perished no one can t 
tried to conciliate the Protestants; this drov« but r ‘ i were mut in Pari 
Catholi to arms She in ade common caus t vie V lo . 

the Catholics ; the Protestants raised the st So St. Bartholomew's Day became infamon 


no writers is it mentioned with mose horror 
and shame than by the modern Catholic writers 

fin France. Its story is a perpetual warning and 
beacon against the consequences of insensate relig- 
ious rivalry and prejudice. 


of revolt. She attempted a compromise ; sh¢ 
ried the King’s sister, Marguerite of Valois, to the 
King of Navarre. ‘The ceremony was performed 
on the steps of Nétre Dame, in order that the Prot- 
estant friends of the bridegroom might not violate 
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WHAT WILL HE DO WITH IT? 
BY SIR E. BULWER LYTTON. 





CHAPTER XXI. 
In Life, as in Art, the Beantiful moves in curves, 


Trey have dined. George Morley takes the 
oars, and the boat cuts through the dance of 
waves flushed by the golden sunset. Beautiful 
river! which might furnish the English tale- 
teller with legends wild as those culled on shores 
licked by Hydaspes, and sweet as those which 
Cephisus ever blended with the songs of night- 
ingales and the breath of violets! But what 
true English poet ever names thee, O Father 
Thames! without a melodious tribute? And 
what child ever whiled away summer noons 
along thy grassy banks, nor hallowed thy re- 
membrance among the fairy days of life? 

Silently Lionel bent over the side of the glid- 
ing boat, his mind carried back to the same soft 
stream five years ago. How vast a space in his 
short existence those five years seemed to fill! 
And how far, how immeasurably far from the 
young man, rich in the attributes of wealth, 
armed with each weapon of distinction, seemed 
the hour when the boy had groaned aloud, 
‘* Fortune is so far, Fame so impossible!” Far- 
ther and farther yet than his present worldly 
station from his past, seemed the image that 
had first called forth in his breast the dreamy 
sentiment, which the sternest of us in after-life 
never utterly forget.. Passions rage and vanish, 
and when all their storms are gone, yea, it may 
be, at the verge of the very grave, we look back 
and see like a star the female face, even though 
it be a child’s, that first set us vaguely wonder- 
ing at the charm in a human presence, at the 
void in a smile withdrawn! How many of us 
could recall a Béatrice through the gaps of 
ruined hope, seen, as by the Florentine, on the 
earth a guileless infant, in the heavens a spirit 
glorified! Yes— Laura was an affectation— 
Beatrice a reality! 

George’s voice broke somewhat distastefully 
on Lionel’s reverie. ‘‘We near our destina- 
tion, and you have not asked me even the name 
of the lady to whom you are to render homage. 
It is Lady Montfort, widow to the last Mar- 
quis. You have no doubt heard Mr. Darrell 
speak of her ?” 

“Never Mr. Darrell—Colonel Morley often. 
And in the world I have heard her cited as per- 
haps the handsomest, and certainly the haughti- 
est, woman in England.” 

‘¢ Never heard Mr. Darrell mention her! that 
is strange, indeed,” said George Morley, catch- 
ing at Lionel’s first words, and unnoticing his 
after comment. ‘She was much in his house 
as a child, shared in his daughter’s education.” 

“Perhaps for that very reason he shuns her 
name. Never, but once did I hear him allude 
to his daughter; nor can I wonder at that, if it 
be true, as I have been told by people who seem 
to know very little of the particulars, that, while 
yet scarcely out of the nursery, she fled from his 
house with some low adventurer—a Mr. Ham- 
mond—died abroad the first year of that un- 
happy marriage.” 

** Yes, that is the correct outline of the story ; 
and as you guess, it explains why Mr. Darrell 
avoids mention of one whom he associates with 
his daughter’s name, though, if you desire a 
theme dear to Lady Montfort, you can select 
none that more interests her grateful heart than 
praise of the man who saved her mother from 
penury, and secured to herself the accomplish- 
ments and instruction which have been her chief 
solace.” 

“Chief solace! Was she not happy with 
Lord Montfort? What sort of man was he?” 

“IT owe to Lord Montfort the living I hold, 
and I can remember the good qualities alone of 
a benefactor. If Lady Montfort was not happy 
with him, it is just to both to say that she never 
complained. But there is much in Lady Mont- 
fort’s character which the Marquis apparently 
failed to appreciate ; at all events, they had lit- 
tle in common, and what was called Lady Mont- 
fort’s haughtiness was perhaps but the dignity 
with which a woman of grand nature checks the 
pity that would debase her—the admiration that 
would sully—guards her own beauty, and pro- 
tects her husband's name. Hereweare. Will 
you stay for a few minutes in the boat while I 
go to prepare Lady Montfort for your visit ?” 

George leaped ashore, and Lionel remained 
under the covert of mighty willows that dipped 
their leaves into the wave. Looking through 
the green interstices of the foliage, he saw at 
the far end of the lawn, on a curving bank by 
which the glittering tide shot oblique, a simple 
arbor—an arbor like that from which he had 
looked upon summer stars five years ago—not 
so densely covered with the honey-suckle; still 
the honey-suckle, recently trained there, was fast 
creeping up the sides; and through the trellis 
of the wood-work and the leaves of the flower- 
ing shrub he just caught a glimpse of some form 
Wwithin—the white robe of a female form in a slow 
gentle movement—tending, perhaps, the flow- 
ers that wreathed the arbor. Now it was still, 
now it stirred again; now it was suddenly lost 
to view. Had the inmate left the arbor? Was 
the inmate Lady Montfort? George Morley’s 
step had not passed in that direction. 





CHAPTER XXII. 
A quiet scene—an unquiet heart, 
MeraxwHite, not far from the willow- 
which sheltered Lionel, but far ita - : 
out of her sight, and beyond her hearing, George 
Morley found Lady Montfort seated alone. It 
was a spot on which Milton might have placed 
the Lady in “‘ Comus”—a circle of the smooth- 
est sward, ringed every where (except at one 
opening which left the glassy river in full view) 





with thick bosks of dark evergreens, and shrubs 
of livelier verdure ; oak and chestnut backing 
and overhanging all. Flowers, too, raised on 
rustic tiers and stages; a tiny fountain, shoot- 
ing up from a basin starred with the water-lily ; 
a rustic table, on which lay books and the im- 
plements of woman’s graceful work; so that the 
place had the home-look of a chamber, and 
spoke that intense love of the out-door life which 
abounds in our old poets, from Chaucer down 
to the day when minstrels, polished into wits, 
took to Wills’s Coffee-house, and the lark came 
no more to bid bards * 
“* Good-morrow 

From his watch-tower in the skies." 

But long since, thank Heaven, we have agein 
got back the English poetry which chimes to 
the babble of the waters and the riot of the 
birds; and just as that poetry is the freshest 
which the out-door life has the most nourished, 
so I believe that there is no surer sign of the 
rich vitality which finds its raciest joys in 
sources the most innocent, than the childlike 
taste for that same out-door life. Whether 
you take from fortune the palace or the cottage, 
add to your chambers a hall in the courts e* Na- 
ture. Let the earth but give you room to stand 
on; well, look up. Is it nothing to have for 
your roof-tree—heaven ? 

Caroline Montfort (be her titles dropped) is 
changed since we last saw her. The beauty is 
not less in degree, but it has gained in one at- 
tribute, lost in another; it commands less, it 
touches more. Still in deep mourning, the 
sombre dress throws a paler shade over the 
cheek. The eyes, more sunken beneath the 
brow, appear larger, softer. There is that ex- 
pression of fatigue which either accompanies 
impaired health or succeeds to mental struggle 
and disquietude. But the coldness or pride of 
mien which was peculiar to Caroline, as a wife, 
is gone—as if in widowhood it was no longer 
needed. A something like humility prevailed 
over the look and the bearing which had been 
so tranquilly majestic. As at the approach of 
her cousin she started from her seat, there was 
a nervous tremor in her eagerness; a rush of 
color to the cheeks ; an anxious quivering of 
the lip; a flutter in the tones of the sweet, low 
voice. ‘ Well, George.” 

“ Mr. Darrell is not in London; he went to 
Fawley three days ago; at least he is there 
now. I have this from my uncle, to whom he 
wrote; and whom his departure has vexed and 
saddened.” 

“Three days ago! It must have been he, 
then! I was not deceived,” murmured Caro- 
line, and her eyes wandered round. 

“There is no truth in the report you heard 
that he was to marry Honoria Vipont. My un- 
cle thinks he will never marry again, and im- 
plies that he has resumed his solitary life at 
Fawley with a resolve to quit it no more.” 

Lady Montfort listened silently, bending her 
face over the fountain, and dropping amidst its 
playful spray the leaves of a rose which she’ had 
abstractedly plucked as George was speaking. 

**T have, therefore, fulfilled your commission 
so far,” renewed George Morley. ‘I have as- 
certained that Mr. Darrell is alive, and doubt- 
less well; so that it could not have been his 
ghost that startled you amidst yonder thicket. 
But I have done more: I have forestalled the 
wish you expressed to become acquainted with 
young Haughton; and your object in postpon- 
ing the accomplishment of that wish while Mr. 
Darrell himself was in town having ceased with 
Mr. Darrell’s departure, I have ventured to bring 
the young man with me. He is in the boat yon- 
der. Will you receive him? Or—but, my dear 
cousin, are you not too unwell to-day? What 
is the matter? Oh, I can easily make an ex- 
cuse for you to Haughton. I will run and do 
so. ” 


“No, George, no. Iam as wellas usual. I 
will see Mr. Haughton. All that you have 
heard of him, and have told me, interests me 
so much in his favor; and besides—” She did 
not finish the sentence; but, led away by some 
other thought, asked, “ Have you no news of 
our missing friend ?”” 

“None as yet; but in a few days I shall re- 
new my search. Now, then, I will go for 
Haughton.” 

**Do so; and, George, when you have pre- 
sented him to me, will you kindly join that dear, 
anxious child yonder? She is in the new ar- 
bor, or near it—her favorite spot. You must 
sustain her spirits and give her hope. You can 
not guess how eagerly she looks forward to your 
visits, and how gratefully she relies on your ex- 
ertions.” 

George shook his head half-despondently, 
and saying, briefly, ‘‘ My exertions have estab- 
lished no claim to her gratitude as yet,” went 
quickly back for Lionel. 





CHAPTER XXIII. 
Something, on an old subject, which has never been 
said before. 

A.tuovcu Lionel was prepared to see a very 
handsome woman in Lady Montfort, the beauty 
of her countenance took him by surprise. No 
preparation by the eulogies of description can 
lessen the effect which the first sight of a beau- 
tiful object produces upon a mind to which re- 
finement of idea gives an accurate and quick 
comprehension of beauty. Be it a work of art, 
a scene in nature, or, rarest of all, a human 
face divine, a beauty never before beheld strikes 
us with hidden pleasure, like a burst of light ; 
and it is a pleasure that elevates. The imagi- 
nation feels itself richer by a new idea of ex- 
cellence; for not only is real beauty wholly 
original, having no prototype, but its immediate 
influence is spiritual. It may seem strange—I 
appeal to every observant artist if the assertion 
be hot truae—but the first sight of the most per- 





fect order of female beauty, rather than court- 
ing, rebukes and strikes back every grosser in- 
stinct that would alloy admiration. There must 
be some meanness and blemish in the beauty 
which the sensualist no sooner beholds than he 
covets. In the higher incarnation of the ab- 
stract idea which runs through all our notions 
of moral good and celestial purity—even if the 
thoment the eye sees the heart loves the image 
—the love has in it something of the reverence 
which it was said the charms of Virtue would 
produce could her form be made visible; nor 
could mere human love obtrude itself till the 
sweet awe of the first effect had been familiar- 
ized away. And I apprehend that it is this ex- 
alting or etherealizing attribute of beauty to 
which all poets, all writers who would poetize 
the realities of life, have unconsciously render- 
ed homage, in the rank to which they elevate 
what, stripped of such attribute, would be but a 
gaudy idol of painted clay. If from the loftiest 
epic to the tritest novel a heroine is often little 
more than a name to which we are called upon 
to bow, as to a symbol representing beauty ; 
and if we ourselves (be we ever so indifferent 
in our common life to fair faces) feel that in 
art, at least, imagination needs an image of the 
Beautiful—if, in a word, both poet and reader 
here would not be left excuseless, it is because 
in our inmost hearts there is @ sentiment which 
links the ideal of beauty with the Supersensual, 
Wouldst thou, for instance, form some vague 
conception of the shape worn by a pure soul 
released? wouldst thou give to it the likeness 
of an ugly hag? or wouldst thou not ransack 
all thy remembrances, all thy conceptions of 
forms most beauteous, to clothe the holy image ? 
Do so: now bring it thus robed with the rich- 
est graces before thy mind's eye. Well, seest 
thou now the excnse for poets in the rank they 
give to Beauty? Seest thou now how high 
from the realm of the senses soars the mysteri- 
ous Archetype? Without the idea of beauty 
couldst thou conceive a form in which to clothe 
a soul that hag entered heaven ? 





CHAPTER XXIV. 
Agreeable surprises are the perquisites of youth. 

Ir the beauty of Lady Montfort’s countenance 
took Lionel by surprise, still more might he won- 
der at the winning kindness of her address—a 
kindness of look, manner, voice, which seemed 
to welcome him not as a chance acquaintance 
but as a new-found relation. The first few 
sentences, in giving them a subject of common 
interest, introduced into their converse a sort 
of confiding household familiarity. For Lionel, 
ascribing Lady Montfort’s gracious reception to 
her early recollections of his kinsman, began at 
once to speak of Guy Darrell; and in a little 
time they were walking over the turf, or through 
the winding alleys of the garden, linking talk to 
the same theme, she by question, he by answer 
—he, charmed to expatiate—she, pleased to list- 
en—and liking each other more and more, as 
she recognized in all he said a briglit young 
heart, overflowing with grateful and proud af- 
fection, and as he felt instinctively that he was 
with one who sympathized in his enthusiasm— 
one who had known the great man in his busy 
day, ere the rush of his career had paused, 
whose childhood had lent a smile to the great 
man’s home before childhood and smile had left 
it. 

As they thus conversed, Lionel now and then, 
in the turns of their walk, caught a glimpse of 
George Morley in the distance, walking also 
side by side with some young companion, and 
ever as he caught that glimpse a strange restless 
curiosity shot across his mind, and distracted it 
even from praise of Guy Darrell. Who could 
that be with George? Was it a relation of Lady 
Montfort’s? The figure was not in mourning ; 
its shape seemed slight and youthful—now it pass- 
es by that acacia-tree—standing for a moment 
apart and distinct from George’s shadow, but its 
own outline dim in the deepening twilight—now 
it has passed on, lost among the laurels. 

Lionel and Lady Montfort now came before 
the windows of the house, which was not large 
for the rank of the owner, but commodious, with 
no pretense to architectural beauty—dark-red 
brick, a century and a half old—irregular; jut- 
ting forth here, receding thére, so as to produce 
that depth of light and shadow which lends a 
certain picturesque charm even to the least or- 
nate buildings—a charm to which the Gothic 
architecture owes half its beauty. Jessamine, 
roses, woodbine, ivy, trained up the angles and 
between the windows. Altogether the house 
had that air of nome which had been wanting 
to the regal formality of Montfort Court. One 
of the windows, raised above the ground by a 
short winding stair, stood open. Lights had 
seemingly just been brought into the room with- 
in, and Lionel’s eye was caught by the gleam. 

Lady Montfort turned up the stair, and Lionel 
followed her into the apartment. A harp stood 
at one corner—not far from it the piano and 
music-stand. On one of the tables there were 
the implements of drawing—a sketch in water- 
colors half finished. 

“Our work-room,” said Lady Montfort, with 
a warm cheerful smile, and yet Lionel could see 
that tears were in her eyes—‘‘ mine and my dear 
pupil’s, Yes, that harp is hers. Is he still fond 
of music—I mean Mr, Darrell ?” 

“Yes, though he‘does not care for itin crowds ; 
but he can listen for hours to Fairthorn’s lute. 
You remember Mr. Fairthorn ?” 

“Yes, [remember him,” answered Lady Mont- 
fort, softly. ‘Mr. Darrell, then, likes Ais music 
still ?” 

Lionel here uttered an exclamation of more 
than surprise. He had turned to examine the 
water-color sketch—a rustic inn, a honey-suckle 
arbor, a river in front, a boat yonder—just be- 
gun. 





“T know the spot!” he cried. “Did 
— = sketch of it?” ” 

“I? no; it is hers—my pupil’s—my adopted 
child’s.” AeeNGiis, 

Lionel’s dark eyes turned to Lady Montfort's 
wistfully, inquiringly ; they asked what his Ji 
could not presume to ask. “ Your adopted child 
—what is she ?—who?” 

7 if answering to the eyes, Lady Montfort 
sal oe 

‘Wait here a moment; I will go for her.” 

She left him, descended the stairs into the 
garden, joined George Morley and his compan- 
ion ; took aside the former, whispered him, then 
drawing the arm of the latter within her own, 
led her back into the room, while George Mor. 
ley remained in the garden, throwing himself on 
a bench, and gazing on the stars as they now 
came forth, fast and frequent, though one by one. 





CHAPTER XXV. 


“Quem Fors dierum cunque dabit 
Lucro appone."'—Hopart. 


LioneEL stood, expectant, in the centre of the 
room, and as the two female forms entered the 
lights were full upon their faces. That younger 


face—it is she—it is she, the unforgotten-—the 
long lost. Instinctively, as if no years had rolled 
between—as if she were still the little chiid, he 
the boy who had coveted such a sister—he syirang 
forward and opened his arms, and as suddenly 
halted, dropped the arms to his side, blushing, 
confused, abashed, She! that vagrant chi!d!— 
she! that form so elegant—that great peeress's 
pupil—adopted daughter, she! the poor wahder- 
ing Sophy! She!—impossible! 

But her eyes, at first downcast, are now fixed 
on him. She, too, starts—not forward, but in 
recoil; she, too, raises her arms, not to open, 
but to press them to her breast; and shi, too, 
as suddenly checks an impulse, and stands, like 
him, blushing, confased, abashed. ' 

“Yes,” said Caroline Montfort, drawing Sophy 
nearer to her breast—‘‘ yes, you will both ive 
me for the surprise. Yes, you do see befor} you, 
grown upto become the pride of those who'cher- 
ish her, that Sophy who—” ‘ 

““Sophy !” cried Lionel, advancing; ‘fit is 
“ a I knew you were no stroller’s gtand- 
child.” 

Sophy drew up—“I am, I am his grandchild, 
and as proud to be soas I was then.” ¢ 

“‘ Pardon me, pardon me; I meant to sok that 
he too was not what he seemed. You forgive — 
me,” extending his hand, and Sophy’s soft hand 
fell into his forgivingly. ' 

‘But he lives? is well? is here? tis—" 
Sophy burst into tears, and Lady Mentfort 
made a sign to Lionel to go into the ¢arden 
and leave them. Reluctantly and dizzily, as 
one in a dream, he obeyed, leaving the vacrant’s 
grandchild to be soothed in the fostering arms 
of her whom, an hour or two ago, he kngw but 
by the titles of her rank and the reptitafon of 
her pride. i 

It was not many minutes before Lady #Mont- 
fort rejoined him. 74 

“You tonched unawares,” said she, ‘ upon 
the poor child’s most anxious cause of rprrow. 
Her grandfather, for whom her affectioh is so 
sensitively keen, has disappeared. I wil speak 
of that later; and. if you wish, you sWall be 
taken intoour consultations. But—” she jused, 
looked into his face—open, loyal face, Nee of 
gentleman—with heart of man in its eye 
of man on its brow ;—face formed to loo} 


, soul 
up to 


‘the stars which now lighted it—and layijig her 
ty Toe 


hand lightly on his shoulder, resumed wit 
tating voice—‘‘ But I feel like a culprit 4n ‘ask- 
ing you what, nevertheless, I must ask4as an 
imperative condition, if your visits‘ herefare to 
be renewed—if your intimacy here is to’ 
tablished. And unless you comply wifi that 
condition, come no more; we can not in 
each ~~ > 
“Oh, Lady Montfort, impose a: 
I promise beforehand.” arts 
‘Not beforehand. . The condition ist 
violable secrecy. You will not ment 
one your visits here ; your introduction 
your discovery of the stroller’s grandchild 
adopted daughter.” } 









“Not to Mr. Darrell?” 

“To him least of all; but this I add, 
Mr. Darrell’s sake that I insist on such « 
ment; and I trust the concealment wilfnot be 
long protracted.” 

“For Mr. Darrell’s sake |” 

“ For the sake of his happiness,” 
Montfort, clasping her hands. “My 
is larger far than yours; and in thus ng 
to you, I scheme to pay back a part of ft. Do 
you trust me ?”’ 

“TI do, I do.” 













to him 


And from that evening Lionel Haug be- 
came the.constant visitor in that house. 

Two or three days afterward Colonel Morley, 
quitting England for a German Spa at which he 
ann recruited himself for a few w re- 
lieved Lionel from the embarrassmentjof any 


questions which that shrewd observer! might 
otherwise have addressed to him. Lonflon it- 
self was now empty. Lionel found a qui(t lodg- 
ing in the vicinity of Twickenham. Anji when 
his foot passed along the shady lane through 
yon wicket gate into that region of t and 
flowers, he felt as might have felt that famous 
Minstrel of Ercildoun, when, blessed with. the 
privilege to enter Fairyland at will, the yhymer 
stole to the grassy hill-side, and marm the 
spell that unlocks the gates of Oberon. ¢ 
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“A little fire bame ap s great deal of te 
Gur Darrext resumed the thread of 
life at Fawley with a calm whieh was in 
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its gloom than it had been before. The experi- 
ment of return to the social world had failed. 
The resolutions which had induced the experi- 
ment were finally renounced. Five years near- 
er to death, and hea last he that had flitted 
across the narrowing desponding passage to the 
crave, fallen like a faithless torch from his own 
hand, and trodden out by his own foot, 

It was pec uliarly in the nature of Darrell to 
connect his ol je ets with pos teritv—to resard 
eminence in the Present but as a beacon-height 
from which to pass on to the Future the name 
he had taken from the Past. All his early am- 
ing pleasure to toil, had placed 
distunee, remote from the huzzas 
s; and Ambition halted now, batiled 
Childless, his line would per- 
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bition, sacriiic 
ata 
of by stander 
and despairins. 
ish with himself—himself, whe had so vaunted 

its restoration in the land! His genius was 

childless also—it would leave behind it no off- 

spring of the brain. By toil he had amassed 

ample wealth; by talent he had achieved a 
splen lid reputation. Bat the reputation was as 
perishable as the wealth. Let a half century 

pass over his tomb, and nothing would be left to 
speak of the successful lawyer, the applauded 
orator, save traditional anecdotes, a laudatory 
notice in. contemporaneous memoifs—perhaps, 
at most, quotations of eloquent sentences lav- 
ished on forgotten cases and obsolete debates— 
shreds and fragments of a great intellect, which 
another half-century would sink without a bub- 
ble into the depths of Time.* He had enacted 
no laws—he had administered no state—he had 
composed no books. Like the figure on a clock, 
which: alorns the case and has no connection 
with the movement, he, so prominent an orna- 
ment to ‘Time, had no part in its works. Re- 

moved, the eye would miss him for a while; but 
a nation’s literature or history was the same, 
whether with him or without. Some with a 
tithe of his abilities have the luck to fasten their 
names to things that endure; they have been 
responsible for measures they did not invent, 
and which, for g od or evil, influence long gen- 
erations. They have written volumes out of 
which a couplet of verse, a period in prose, may 

cling to the rock of ages as a shell that survived 
a deluge. But the orator, whose effects are im- 
mediate—who enthralls his audience in propor- 
tion as he nicks the hour—who, were he speak- 
ing like Burke what, apart from the subject- 
matter, closet students would praise, must, like 
3urke, thin his audience, and exchange present 
oratorical success for ultimate intellectual re- 
nown—a man, in short, whose oratory is em- 
phatically that of the Desater, is, like an act- 
or, rewarded with a loud applause and a com- 
plete oblivion. Waife on the village stage might 
win applause no less loud, followed by oblivion 
not more complete. 

Darrell was not blind to the brevity of his 
fame. In his previous seclusion he had been 
resigned to that conviction—now it saddened 
him. ‘Then, unconfessed by himself, the idea 
that he might yet reappear in active life, and 
do something which the world would not willing- 
ly let die, had softened the faée of that tranquil 
Nature from which he must soon now pass out 
of reach and sight. On the tree of Time he 
was a leaf already sere upon the bough—not an 
inscription graven into the rind. 

Kver slow to yield to weak regrets—ever seek- 
ing to combat his own enemies within—Darrell 
said to himself one night, while Fairthorn’s flute 
was breathing an air of romance through the 
melancholy walls, ‘Is it too late yet to employ 
this still busy brain upon works that will live 
when I am dast, and make Posterity supply the 
heir that fails to my house ?” 

He shut himself up with immortal authors— 
he meditated on the choice of a theme; his 
knowledye was wide, his taste refined ;—words! 
—he could not want words! Why should he 
not write? Alas! why indeed ?—He who*has 
never been a writer in his youth, can no more 
be a writer in his age than he can be a painter 
—a musician. What! not write a book? Oh 
yes—as he may paint a picture or set a song. 

ut a writer, in the emphatic sense of the word 
—a writer as Darrell was an orator—QOh no! 
And, least of all, will he be a writer if he has 
been an orator by impulse and habit—an orator 
too happily gifted to require, and too laborious- 
ly occupied to resort to, the tedious aids of writ- 
ten preparation—an orator as modern life forms 
orators—not, of course, an orator like those of 
the classic worl 1, who elaborated sentences be- 

fore delivery, and who, after delivery, polished 
each extemporaneous interlude into rhetorica ] 
exactitude and inusical perfection. And how 
narrow the range of conipositions to a man bur- 
dened already by a grave reputation! He can 
not have the self-abandonment—he can not ven- 
ture the headlong charge —with which Youth 
flings the reins to genius, and dashes into the 
ranks of Fame. Few and austere his themes— 
fastidious and hesitating his taste. Restricted 
are the movements of him who walks for the 
first time’into the Forum of Letters with the 
purple hem on his senatorial toga. Guy Dar- 
rell, at his age, entering among authors as a nov- 
ice !—he, the great lawyer, to whom attorneys 
would have sent no briefs had he been suspected 
of coquetting with a muse—he, the great orator, 
who had electrified audiences in proportion to 
the sudden effects which distinguish oral inspi- 
ration from written e loquence—he achieve now, 
in an art which his whole life had neglected, 
Sny saccess commensurate to his contempora- 
neous repute ;—how unlikely! But a success 


its goul 





* Tt is so with many a Poilio of the Bar and Senate. 
Fifty years hence, und how faint upon.the page of Han- 
aard will be the vestiges of Follett! No printer's type 
can record his decovous grace—the persuasion of his sil- 
very tongue, Fifty years hence, even Plunkett, weight- 


icet speaker, on his own subject, in the assembly that 
contained a Canning and a Brougham, will be a myth to 
our grandsons. 








which should outlive that repute, win the “ ev- 
erlasting inheritance” which could alone have 
nerved him to adequate effurt—how impossible! 
He could not himself comprehend why, never at 
a loss for language fe slicitous ly apposite or richly 
ornate when it had but to flow from his thought 
to his tongue, nor wanting ease, even eloquence, 
in epistolary correspondence confidentially fa- 
miliar —he should find words fail ideas, and 
ideas fail words, the moment his pen be came a 
wand that conjured up the Ghost of the dread 
Pablic! The more copious his thoughts, the 
more embarrassing their selection, the more 
exquisite his perception of excellence in others, 
the more timidly frigid his efforts at faultless 
stvle. It would be the same with the most 
skillful author, if the Ghost of the Public had 
not long since ceased to haunt him. While he 
writes, the true author’s solitude is absolute or 
peopled at his will, But take an audience from 
an orator, what is he? He commands the liv- 
ing Public—the Ghost of the Public awes him- 
self. 

** Surely once,” sighed Darrell, as he gave his 
blurred pages to the flames—* surely once I had 
some pittance of the author’s talent, and have 
spent it upon lawsuits.” 

The author’s talent, no doubt, Guy Darrell 
once had —the author’s temperament, never. 
What is the author’s temperament? ‘Too long 
a task to define. But without it a man may 
write a clever book, an useful book, a book that 
may live a year, ten years, fifty years. He will 
not stand out to distant ages a representative of 
the age that rather lived in him than he in it. 
The author’s temperament is that which makes 
him an integral, earnest, original unity, distinct 
from all before and all that may succeed him. 
And as a Father of the Church has said that 
the consciousness of individual being is the 
sign of immortality, not granted to the inferior 
creatures—so it is in this individual tempera- 
ment one and indivisible; and in the intense 
conviction of it, more than in all ghe works it 
may throw off, that the author becomes immor- 
tal. Nay, his works may perish like those of 
Orpheus or Pythagoras ;* but he himself, in his 
name, in the footprint of his being, remains, 
like Orpheus or Pythagoras, undestroyed, in- 
destructible. : 

Resizning literature, the Solitary returned to 
science. There he was more at home. He had 
cultivated science, in his dazzling academical 
career, with ardor and success ; he had renewed 
the study, on his first retirement to Fawley, as a 
distraction from tormenting memories or unex- 
tinguished passions. He now for the first time 
regarded the absorbing abstruse occupation as 
a possible source of fame. ‘To be one in the 
starry procession of those sons of light who have 
solved a new law in the statute-book of heaven! 
Surely a grand ambition, not unbecoming to his 
years and station, and pleasant in its labors to 
aman who loved Nature’s outward scenery with 
poetic passion, and had studied her inward mys- 
teries with a saze’s minute rescarch. Science 
needs not the author’s art—she rejects its graces 
—she recoils with a shudder from its fancies. 
But Science requires in the mind of the dis- 
coverer a limpid calm. The lightnings that re- 
veal Diespiter must flash in serene skies. No 
clouds store that thunder— 





“Quo bruta tellus, et vaga flumina, 
Quo Styx, et invisi horrida Tenari 
Sedes, Atlante usque finis 
Concutitur!" 

So long as you take science only as a distrac- 
tion, science will not lead you to discovery. 
And from some cause or other, Guy Darrell was 
more unquiet and perturbed in his present than 
in his past seclusion. Science this time failed 
even to distract. In the midst of august medi- 
tations—of close experiment — some haunting 
angry thought from the far world passed with 
rude shadow between Intellect and Truth—the 
heart eclipsed the mind. The fact is, that Dar- 
rell’s genius was essentially formed for Action. 
His was the trne orator’s temperament, with the 
qualities that belong to it—the grasp of affairs 
—the comprehension of men and states—the 
constructive, administrative faculties. In such 
career, and in such career alone, could he have 
developed all his powers, and achieved an im- 
perishable name. Gradually as science lost its 
interest, he retreated from all his former occupa- 
tions, and would wander for long hours over the 
wild unpopulated landscapes round him. Asif 
it were his object to fatigue the body, and in 
that fatigue tire out the restless brain, he would 
make his gun the excuse for rambles from sun- 
rise to twilight over the manors he had _ pur- 
chased years ago, lying many miles off from 
Fawley. There are times when a man who has 
passed his life in cultivating his mind finds that 
the more he can make the physical existence 
predominate, the more he can lower himself to 
the rude vigor of his game-keeper, or his day 
laborer —why, the more he ean harden his 
nerves to support the weight of his reflections. 

In these rambles he was not alws ays alone. 
Fairthorn contrived to insinuate himself much 
more than formerly into his master’s habitual 
companionship. The faithful fellow had missed 
Darrell so sorely in that long unbroken absence 
of five years, that on recovering him, Fairthorn 
seemed resolved to make up for lost time. De- 
parting from his own habits, hegvould, there- 
fore, lie in wait for Guy Darrell—creeping out 
of a bramble or bush, like a familiar sprite ; and 
was no longer to be awed away by a curt sylla- 
ble or a contracted brow. And Darrell, at first 
submitting reluctantly, and out of ¢ ompassionate 
kindness, to the flute- -play er’s obtrusive society, 
became by degrees to welcome and relax in it. 
Fairthorn knew the great secrets of his life. To 








* It need scarcely be said that the works arcribed to 
Orpheus or Pythagoras are generally allowed not to be 
genuine 











out reserve of one name and of one sorrow. 
Speaking to Fairthorn was like talking to him- 
or to his pointers, or to his favorite doe, 
up on which last he bestowed a new collar, w ith 
an inseription that implied more of the true 
cause that had driven him a second time to the 
shades of Fawley than he would have let out fo 
Alban Morley or even to Lionel Haughton. Al- 
| 
| 
} 
| 





Fairthorn alone on all earth could he speak with- | 


ban was too old for that confidence—Lionel 
much too young. But the Musician, like Art 
itself, was of no ag if ever the gloomy 
master unbent his outward moodiness 
spleen in any approach to gayety, it was in a | 
sort of saturnine playfulness to this grotesque, | 
grown-up infant. ‘They cheered each other, and 
they teased each other, Stalking side by side 
over the ridged fallows, Darrell would some- 
times pour forth his whole soul, as a poet does 
to his muse; and at Fairthorn’s abrupt inter- 
ruption or rejoinder, turn round on him with 
fierce objurgation or withering sarcasm, or what 
the flute-player abhorred more than all else, a 
truculent quotation from Horace, which drove 
Fairthorn away into some vanishing covert or 
hollow, out of which Darrell had to entice him, 
sure that, in return, Fairthorn would take 
sly occasion to send into his side a vindictive 
prickle. But as the two came home in the 
starlight, the dogs dead beat and poor Fair- 
thorn too—ten to one but what the musician 
was leaning all his weight on his master’s nerv- 
ous arm, and Darrell was looking with tender 
kindness in the face of the some one left to 
lean upon him still. 

One evening, as they were sitting together in 
the library, the two hermits, each in his corner, 
and after a long silence, the flute-player said 
abruptly— 

“T have been thinking—” 

“Thinking!” quoth Darrell, with his mechan- 
ical irony; “I am sorry for you. Try not to 
do so again.” 

Famruorn. ‘ Your poor dear father—” 

Darrell, wincing, startled, and expectant of a 
pric kle—* Eh? my father—” 

Fairtnorn. “ Was a great antiquary. How 
it would have pleased him could he have left a 
fine collection of antiquities as an heir-loom to 
the nation !—his name thus preserved for ages, 
and connected with the studies his life. 
There are the Elgin Marbles. The parson was 
talking to me yesterday of a new Vernon Gal- 
lery ; why not in the British Museum an ever- 
lasting Darrell Room? Plenty to stock it 
moulderin; g yonder in the chambers which you 
will never finish.” 

“ My dear Dick,’ 
‘sive me your hand. 
I could do nothing else 
father’s name. /ureha! You are right. Set 
the carpenters at work to-morrow. Remove the 
boards; open the chambers; we will inspect 
their stores, and select what would worthily 
furnish ‘A Darrell Room,’ Perish Guy Darrell 
the lawyer! Philip Darrell the antiquary at 
least shall live !” 

It is marvelous with what charm Fairthorn’s 
lucky idea seized upon Darrell’s mind. The 
whole of the next day he spent in the forlorn 
skeleton of the unfinished mansion slowly de- 
caying beside his small and homely dwelling. 
The pictures, many of which were the rarest 
originals in early Flemish and Italian art, were 
dusted with tender care, and hung from hasty 
nails upon the bare ghastly walls. Delicate 
ivory carvings, wrought by the matchless hand 
of Cellini—early F lorentine bronzes—priceless 
specimens of Raffaelle ware and Venetian glass 
—the precious trifles, in short, which the col- 
lector of medieval curiosities amasses for his 
heirs to disperse among the palaces of kings 
and the cabinets of nations—were dragged 
again to unfamiliar light. The invaded sepul- | 
chral building seemed a very Pompeii of the 
Cinque Cento. 'Te examine, arrange, method- 
ize, select for ne. onal purposes, such miscella- | 
neous treasures, would be the work of weeks, 
For easier access, Darrell caused a slight hasty 
passage to be thrown over the gap betw een the 
two edifices. It ran from the room niched into | 
the gables of the old house, which, ally 
fitted up for scientific studies, now beca 
habitual apartment, _ the largest of the un- 
completed chambers which had hc d 
for the grand reception-gallery of the new build- | 
ing. Into the pompous gallery thus made con- | 
tiguons to his monk-like cell, he gradually gath- 
ered the choicest specimens of “his collectio m. 
The damps were expelled by fires on grateless | 
hearth-stones ; sunshine admitted from windows 
now for the first time exchanging boards for 
glass; rough iron sconces, made at the nearest 
forge, were tlirust into the walls, and sometimes 
lighted at night—Darrell and Bairthorn walking 
arm in arm along the unpolished floors, in com- 
acd with Holbein’s Nobles, Perugino’s Virgins. 

Some of that high-bred conn any displaced and 
banis hed the next day, as repeated inspection 
made the taste more rigidly exclusive. Darrell 
had found object, amusement, occupation— 
frivolous if — with those lenses, and | 
glasses, and alzebraical scrawls which had once 
whiled lonel) ant in the attic-room hard by; 
but not frivolous even to the judgment of the 
austerest sage, if that sage had not reasoned 
away his heart. For here it was not Darrell’s 
taste that was delighted; it was Darrell’s heart 
that, ever hungry, had found food. His heart 
was conyecting those long-neglected memorials 
of an ambition baffled and relinquished—here 
with a nation, there with his father’s grave! 
How his eyes sparkled! how his lip smiled! 
Nobody would have guessed it—none of us 
know each other; least of all do we know the 
interior being of those whom we estimate by 
public repute ; but what a world of simple, fona 
affection, lay coiled and wasted in that proud 
man’s solitary breast, 


re $ and 
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” cried Darrell, starting up, 
Whata brilliant thought! 
to preserve my dear 
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THINGS WISE AND OTHERWISE. 


A repp.er calling out an old lady to dispose of some 
goods, inquired of her if she could tell him of any road 
on which no peddler had traveled. ** Yes,” replied she, 
**T know of one, and the at's the road to heaven," 
<_-— —__ 

“Sambo, you bl: ok tief, Sambo, why you betray dat 
recret I told you de other day?" “I betray de secret ? 
I scorns de ‘putation. I found I couldn't keep um, so I 
told um to somebody dat could!" 

———— 


An Trishman went to confession, and while relating his 
sins his eye lit on a plug of tobacco stic king half out of 
one of the pockets of his father confessor’s pants. ‘The 
furtive instinct of the son of the rat een Isle was tempted 
beyond its strength by the sight; so, heedless of time and 
place, he slyly tvansfirred “th e “pit 0’ *backy" into his 
own pocket, and after enumerating a long series of viola- 
tions of thee ommand of God and holy Church, concluded 
by saying: ** An’ sure, Father, I stolea plug o’ tobacky.” 
* You must restore either it or its value to the owne — 
said tie priest. ‘* Take it, thin, yer riverence,” said 
Pat, producing the stolen article. “I don't want it,” 
replie ad the priest; ** give it to th e owner, I say.” ‘*Sure 
an' I offered it to the owner,” said Pat, “an’ not a bit 
would he take it, yer riverence." “Oh! if that’s the 
case, then you may keepit."" ** Thanks to yer riverence,” 
rejoined P: At, re pocketing the weed; ‘** I'm riddy for the 
absolution.* 

In the town of M , Lewis County, resided, several 
years ago, a worthy o!d gentleman, with his son and 
daughter-in-law, The latter, being of a querulous dis- 
position, was always complaining of her hard lot, and ex- 
pressing her determination to commit suicide at the ear- 
liest favorable opportunity. One day, when the husband 
had gone ‘to mill,"’ she called her father-in-law to see 
her commit the act of self-destruction. The old gentle- 
man put on his coat and accompanied her to the river's 
bank, and coolly waited for her to**jump in." This was 
rather a damper to the lady; but, at last, she bid him 
“good-by,” and was apparently about to plunge in, when 
the old gentleman cried out to her, ** Not there, not there! 
it ain't deep enough! here's a better place!” The cool- 
ness of the old gentleman knocked the romance of the 
thing out of the daughter's mind: she gave up her inten- 
tion, and returned to her home and her duties quite re- 
formed, 














A RECIPE FOR A WIFE. 
As much of beauty as preserves affection, 
As much of cheerfulness as spurns dejection, 
Of modest deference as claims protection, 
Yet stored with reason and reflection, 
And every passion held in due subjection. 
Just faults enongh to keep her from perfection : 
Find this, my fi friend, and then make your selection, 





“Tlillo, Mi-ther Postmaster! and is there iver a letther 

here for Dennis O'F laherty ? Yr 
“I believe there is,” said the postmaster, stepping back 
and producing —" letter. 

** And will you be so kind as to rade it to me, secin’ I 
had the misfortune to be edicated to rade niver a bit 
“To be sure,” said the accommodating postmaster. 

Iie then opened and read the epistle, which was from 
the *‘old country,” concerning his relations there, ete, 
wi hen he had finished, Dennis observed: 

' ‘And what woyld ye be axin for the postage on that 
etter?" 

** Fifty cents," 

“ And it's ~ enough, yer honor; but, as I niver 
think of axin ye to trust me, just kape the letther for 
pay; and say, Misther, if I'd call in one of these days, 
wouid ye write an answer to it” 

csnsainaibeshegIaiieimaiang 














““My boy, what does your mother do for a living?” 
was asked o of alittle bare-footed urchin. ** She eats cold 
vittles, Sir 

cediliiiiasiiioaias 
“T would do any thing to gratify you, I would go to 


the end of the world to please you.” said a fervent lover 
to the object of his affectians. ** Well, Sir, go there, and 
stay, and I shall be pleased.” 

2 - 

A gentleman was one day arranging music for a young 
lady to whom he was paying his addiesses, “ P ray. Miss 
D.,"* said he, ** what time do you prefer” “Oh,” she 
replied, carelessly, ‘‘any time will do; but the quicker 
the better." 











Cross-l'urproses.—It may be said of Puseyiem that, 
with Protestantism, as well as with Popery, it is always 
playing at Cross-purposes, 

FIRST JOCULAR ATTEMPT OF SOYER. 
(Source).—Adam and Eve, 





THE 

“}very Eopy's Saccs" 
Oh, M. Soyer! M. Soyer!! 

To a friend who had married a lady who was on the 
point of taking the vail, Jerrold said, **‘ Ah! she evident- 
ly thought you better than nun J” 








Very Constprrats.—An Irishman, being recently on 


trial for some otiense, pleaded * not guilty;” and the 
jury being in the box, the State Solicitor proceeded to 
call Mr. Furkisson as a witness, With the utmest inno- 


cenee, Patrick turned his face to the court, and said, 
* Do I understand, yer honor, that Mr. Furkisson is to 
be a witness forenenst me again" The Judge said, dry- 
ly, “It seems so.” ‘* Well, thin, yer honor, I plade 
guilty, sure an’ yer honor plaise, not because I am guilty, 
for I'm as innocent as yer honor’s sucking babe, but just 
on account of saving 5 Misthe  Furkisson's soul.” 

‘That's a flam ve of mine,” as the bellows said to the 





















fire. 
a ee = 
The strongest led woman shrinks from being 
caught in her ni 
: ea ae 
Some one speaking of a cek brated t base-singer, said, 
“Ile led a very abandoned life.” ‘Oh yes, re plied 
Sealey, ‘the whole tenor of hi s life hes been base,” 


I iteh, of Toledo, is now in 
Recently he wrote the 


Miller, who shot at Judge 
the Newburgh Insane Asylum. 





following verses, and sent ther n to a friend in Toledo, who 
had them inserted in the la 

Gods, philosophers, and kings, 

Devils, angel-, minus wings, 





Material and spirit things ; 
What from mind or matter springs 
Confusion in profusion. 
Langhing men and crying men, 
harios and dying men, 
reaching, praying, fighting, prying, 
Shouting, singing, swapping, buying, 
Stealing, begging, tighing men, 
For our institution. 








Lords of castles in the air, 

Builders in hydrogen rare, 

Light heads, light absorbent hair, 

Draws well here as any where; 

Rats, plug-uglies also, share ‘ 
Our hospie-table fodder, 

All the visionary lights, 

Men of Justice, dreams and sights, 

Kaneas screamers—people's rights, 

Men of colors, men of plights, 

Drinking, thinking, lazy wights, 
Hallucinated plodder. 


Lunatic Hotel, hello! 
Counties of North Ohio, 
Sandusky, Cleveland, Toledo, 

Send your Quixotes; here, you know, 
Lodging’s cheap, the grub so. so— 
Bring ’em on and tyle ‘em. 

Let them fancy what they will, 

Gill is Jack and Jack is Gill, 

He we make, mend, enre, or kill, 

Clothe, feed, physic; Doctor Pill 

Looks to the State to foot the bill 
Of eur Insane Asylum 


























Avevst 28, 1858. ] 








A Coquette tx Inpra.—** And who.” says T, “is that 
pretty young lady to whom three gentlemen are paying 
court?’ ‘It is Miss T—— giving laws to her triumnvi- 
rate. She possesses talents of noc mmon order, W a 
an acquisition she would have been to the zat or t re 
coteries of Paris! She has not yet numbered twenty 
summers; yet observe with what a delicate poise she _ 
serves the balance of power. To one of her adorers she 
had given her fan, to another her scarf, the third = 
*au desespoir.’ What was to be done ? Fortunately t 1e 
ribbon of her sandal was loose, she told the despairing 
one to tie it. He did so, recovered his gayety, and an 
universal equilibrium was the consequence, 

Young M—. 4 poetical, romantic, gin-drinking youth, 
has been laboring under ** a slight mistake in paying 
his devoirs to a second-rate Psyche in the vieinity of the 
Bowling Green, and playing a thousand antics beneath 
the parlor windows. The unfortunate wig!it has at last 
discovered that she lived at the ba k part of the house. 
Fisaro has favored us with the subjoined lines on this 
dire mishap: 

M—— fell in love with a maid, 
Each night ‘neath the window he stood, 
And there, with his soft serenad 
He awakened the whole neig 
But vainly he tried to arouse 
Her sleep, with his strains so bewi 
While he played in front of the house 
She slept in the little back kitchen. 
oer 
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A xoTior oF Motion.—**I rise, my lord,” said a cer- 
tain barrister noted for prolixity in the Court of King's 
Bench, ** to give notice of a motion.” The Judge inter- 
rupted him by saying, ** Mr. § your rising is always 
a notice of motion, for every one tliat can moves off!” 

ERE > 

PLeasvnres oF Winzg.—Lord Eldon was celebrated as 
a bon vivant. * How many bottles,” said his late Maj- 
esty to Stowel, “can your brother take at a sitting y” 
“Why, I really cau't say; but I should think, your Maj- 
esty, any given quantity.” 

ennnipemnediipmnaninahtd 

A Judge was trying a prisoner accused of felony. 
While delivering his charge, and minutely recapitulating 
and commenting on the evidence, the jury and the coun- 
sel fell fastasleep! The sheriffs who had charge of the 
prisoner, being soon after seen to nod—a spectator who 
happened to be awake, and apprehending the prisoner 
might escape, suddenly exclaimed, ** Wake the sheriffs!" 
** Never mind," said the Judge—who was a wag in his 
way—** the sheriffs may have their nap out—for the pris- 


iw 


oner is fast asleep also! 














Now and then we meet with curious letters. Here is 
one taken from the London Times of January, 1530. It 
is literally copied from a note sent to a medical man in 
Lancashire: 

** Cer, yole obleege me uf yole kum un ce me. I hey 
a Bad knowd am Hill in my Bow Hills and hey lost my 
Happy Tight.” 








A Yoong Matpen's Looio.—A puritanical preacher 
was one day struck with surprise on beholding a beauti- 
ful set of curls on the head of a lovely maid, a member 
of his class, whose head had been usually very plain. 
**Ah! Eliza,” said he, * you should not waste your pre- 
cious time curling your hair; if God intended it to be 
curled, he would have curled it for you.” ** Indeed,” said 
the witty maid, **I must differ with you. When I was 
an infant he curled it for me, but now that I am grown 
up, he thinks that I am able to do it myself." 

Stbtiarediiipentinninns 

A witness being called into court to testify in a certain 
cause there pending, on being asked what he knew of the 
matter, gave the following lucid evidence. He under- 
takes to relate a conversation between himself and the 
defendant. 

** Pat!" said he; ** What!" said I; ‘** Here,"’ said he; 
““Where ?* said I; ‘It's cold!" said he; * Faith it is!* 
said I; ** Oho!" d he; * Ah!" said 1; “The Devil!” 
said he; * When” (w/istling), said 1; ** And that's all 
he told me upon the subject.” 

















FINANCIAL AND COMMERCIAL. 


FRANKLIN Square, Monday, August 28, 1853. 


Tur foreign trade of the port for the past week com- 
pares as follows with that of the corresponding week last 
year: 

Exports. 
Week ending Ang. 21, 18°S $2,9.5,3 e+ $963,110 
Corresponding week, 1857 4,457 520.... 2 











Decrease . - +» $1,531,940 








The export of specie was $844,781, and a further sum 
of a million and a quarter was paid into the Treasury on 
account of the new loan. It is therefore probable that 
the Bank Averages to be made up to-night will not show 
a specie reserve of over twenty-eight millions. 

Money has been rather more active during the week. 
Four is now nearer the market rate for loans on call than 

hree. Exchange in consequence of the loan has de- 
clined. We quote Banker's Bills on London at 109} @ §, 
on Paris, 5.12} @ 5.11. 

Stocks have siightly improved within the past day or 
two, partly on the strength of rumors of a compromise 
between the Erie and Central, and partly in consequence 
of more encouraging news from Europe. The following 
table will show the movement for the week: 










Missouri @'s.... 
La Crosse land grant 
Delaware and Hudson 











Pacific Nia chia sane tacicce 85} 
113 
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164 
‘s 
10 
Michigan Southern 2.3 
Michigan Central. 5) 
POIBR sc cccandaca s+ § 
ogee beg Ee Ti i 
ae ace rE ep cose Sth &t 
Illinois Central... 7 or 
Osee 4 34 
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WEEKLY MARKET SUMMARY. 


New Yor, Monday, August 23, 1858. 

Tue Wholesale Produce Markets h 
terialiy, especially toward the clos 
kinds of Breadstutfs, Supplies have been very moderate. 
Desirable lots of Flour, Wheat, and Corn’ have been 
quite scarce. The reported break in the Canal has had 
the effect of strer gthening the market Cotton has 
been more sought after, aud prices have favored sellers 
Provisions have been in moderate request li rod 
Products have tended downs ard. Other kinds hi v a 
varied much....Groceries have been quict con cae _ 
Coffee is more abundant....Naval Storer,” Rice 2: od 
Hides have been more inquired for at, in the cane —— 
vanced quotations....Hops have attracted n ore aiter > 
tion, and have increased in value....Hay has b “~ in 
fair demand at uniform rates... -Hemp, S« eds a 1d To. 
bacco have been lightly dealt in, . -. Wool has been in 
good request at full prices....'The trade in staple and 
choice Fancy Dry Gooiis is steadily improving, South- 
ero and Southwestern buyers are purchasing most free- 


ave improved ma- 
e, for the leading 


| 
| 














bries. The Dry Goods im- 
ited to $1,250,422, agai 
of 


gr ween 





last 
last 





ther commodities were mod 
unproductive of any remarka!le alterations. I 
pend a revized list of the closing quotations for the lead- 
ing articles: 

Rejected sup'fine State Flour, per bbL $ 





10 @ 430 

















wis extra Hb ¢ 455 
Superfine to extra State, per barrel... 485 550 
Superfine to fancy Western, per barrel 455 5 30 
Extra Western, per barrel............ 5.0 @ 80 
Fancy to extra Genesee, per barrel 549 w Tid 
Super to Extra Canatian, per barrel... 5°5 @ 600 
Mixed to Extra Southern, per barrel... 550 @ 88) 
Fine to Superfine Rye Flour, per bbl... 35) 45 
Corn Meal, per barrel.......6..ccce0 425 475 
White Wheat, per bushel............ 118 @ lf 
Red Wheat, per bushel ............++ 98% @ 1:5 
Corn, per bushel ........cccccccccees 76 @ { 
Rye, per bushel ........csccccccceces SI ) 53 
Barley, per bushel... ceeccece 6) ‘ 
Western Oats, per | D1 iS 
State Oats, per bushel........cecccese 0 b2 
Jersey and Penn, Oats, per bushel.. 4 
Southern Oats, per bushcl........ eee 
Cotton, middlings, per pound......... 

Mess Po er barrel.....0..+00. 
Prime P por batrel..ccccccces 
Country Sess Beef, per barrel........ 
Prime Mess Beef, per tierce.......... 


Beef Haims, per be 
Cut M I 







MOR ccccsese 
per pound.... 
per gallon . 





New Orleans Molass 
Ilyson ‘leas, jx 
Ovlong Teas, per j 
Domestic Whisky l os 
Hops, per pow d. covsceccsestocessooce 
Hay, per 100 pound 
‘Tallow, per pound........ 
Crade Turpentine, per 280 ; 
Spirits Turpentine, per 
Tar, per barrel coe 
c non Rosin, per 310 pounds 
Linseed Oil, per gallo 





























Ke cky Toba pe ( 
Seed Leaf Tobacco ... ‘ 4) 
American Fleece Wool, per pound.... 
o PERO WOO ccvannsszenioe 
continued depres 
l. | i¢ ur 
Grain, 2d. @ : 





For other por 


per ton. i 
ber of vessels of all « 





for Beevi 
mand....Milch Cows were rather 
former rates,...Veal Calves w 
at rather higher quotations....5 
dull and heavy m 
depressed, ...The reported rec 

ing each of the last two weeks « 


Swine wer 





eel ng 

Au 
ee eccereccesece he bo 
Be GIOUE viccuencdcccuscve “4 185 
FOR CNR ravens vcccsonne Gil 563 
Sheep and Lambs .... 13 S60 13,724 
OUND wcupnsstenessceseeean 8,130 8 Gol 


Of the Forty-fourth Street 
last W ednesday there were re 





The range of prices accordi 













Live Stock at the leading City 

was as follows: 

Poor to premium Beeves, per pound ..$ 6} @ $& 9% 

Common to ex. Mileh Cows, per head, 2) 00 ¢ 65 00 

Veal Calves, per BE ssccceevcevess 4} 6} 

Sheep and Lambs, per head.......... 10 500 
ee , ne per pound......... 3) & (3 

Live Swine, per pound 1} @ 5 

Dressed ** ” £ LF 

Roasting Pigs, each.... lov @ 3060 





exhibited very 
plenty aud cheap 
ndaut, and prices tend 


The Country Pi 
little activity 
Most other 
downward. 


WuoOLESALE Prices opTatnep by Propucers ar Wasu- 
INGTON MARKET. 






















Grapes, green, per pound 3 @s— 
Blackberries, per bus! .. 25) @ 3850 
” New Rochelle, per quart. 2 — 
Iluckleberries, per bushel............ 200 @ 250 
Apples, new, per barrel. ...........+. 150 @ 1) 
Pears, saad a 1B) «¢ 550 
10) ¢ 
150 « 
S @ 7 
» per barrel. ......0..4- 125 ©¢ 2 25 
8, sweet. per barrel 4 00 5 00 
175 250 
 ¢ ne 
Bo ¢ om 
iSv0 < 245 
15 ‘ Huw 
is 100 











Pumpkins, pe n. 115 
Green Corn, per 100 ears 18s @ 374 
Watermelons, per 100 Ww @ S00 

Nutmeg Melons, per barrel ( 250 
Tomatoes, per bushel (Q bid 
Cucumbers, per 100,.......... (@ 31 
Eggs, N. Y. and N. « t 124 
Exes, Western, per ¢ 1) 
c ke PCT POil. .ccccccccccsccsese > 
Fowls, per p Lo cece 2 ¢ 1D 
] bo ¢ 100 
Du 62 ow 
S| 100 l 

i i @ ) 
I 1 i+ @ Ov 
\ 3.5 @ 4.0 
s ( ( 100 
bs > a 50 
Plover, per doz 11> @ 200 





ADVERTISEMENTS. 
‘INGER’'S IMPROVED SEWING MA- 
CHINE for ail manutacturi: ur 

tain the immense superio ity « 

is only necessary to inquire of : b anufacturer or me- 

ehanic who uses one. Send for a copy of SINGER & 

CO.'8 Gazette, which will be supped gratis, It gives 
full information on the si . 






rposes.—To ascer- 


g pury 
SINGER'S machines, it 








ct. 
M. SINGER & CO., 
No. 458 Broadway, New York. 


OUS SUFFERERS.—A retired 
i] i ng en re € i i inhi atew 
suifering, is will- 


f Nyhan 


i aiter many years of 
ng to assist others by sé 
stamped envelope bearing ay c 
of the prescription used. Direct the Rev 
NALL, 186 Fulton Street, Broklyn, N. Y. 





eid to 











HARPER'S WEEKLY. 








| UNIVERSITY OF LOUISVILLE, Ky 
MEDICAL DEPARTMENT. 
TWXIIE twenty-second annual course of Lec- 
i tures will commence in this School on the tir 
Monday in Nov r and close the last of February, 


b 





zy and Pathological Anatomy. 
BENJAMIN R. PALMER, M.D., Professor of the 
Principles and Practic . 
J. LAWRENCE SMITH, M.D., Professor of Medical 
nistry and Toxicology 
skECKINRIDGE, M.D., Professor ot 


Surgery. 


| 
under the followi : 
LUNSFORD P. YANDELL, M.D., Professor of Phys- 


Ch 





i ica and Therapeutics. 
JOSHUA B. FLINT, M.D., Professor of Clinical Sur- 
rHEODORE 8S. BELL, M.D., Profess f the Theory 
; a l’ractice of Medicine. 
| LLEWELLYN POWELL, M.D., Professor of Obstet- 








, Professor of Descriptive and 

| ( al M 
4, f Anatomy. 

| 
| 1 D at d Li- 
I y t ier $. i a ib ction 
$iv G la i 

A full Prelin ry « f Le ll iv by 
e kaculty, commenci t i Monday in Octo- 


! } & on ) 
ber, at which tame the Dissecting Looms will aleo be 
opened. 

Clinical instruction will be given twi 
Louisville Marine H« e 
the close of the session. 





A Clinique has also been established in connection with 
the University, at which operations are periormed and 
cases prescribed for and lectured upon in p ce of the 
class. 

For further information, apply to 

L. Pb. YANDELL, M.D 
fthe | 


PUNLISHUED BY 

HARPER & BROT 

FRANKLIN }QUARE, NEW 10 

TTARPEr ¢ 
Mail, post 


ge paid Fan) 
under 3U00 miles), on receipt of the Money. 





Lrotuers will sen 
< ‘ y distance in the | 








| MEMOIRS OF RACHEL By Madame De B 
| 12mo, Muslin, $1 00 





| Dr. THORN! A > j Y 
f*Da ter ‘| * iz > 
Sul CUl 5s. A Ly 
4 af \ f“*x rii ‘ Ps 
‘ rhe Linwoods,” * Hoy 
l v & & i h 
\L AMEI A. Sta 
Gn ‘ 
I 4 ie 
‘ a ‘4 i 
i 1 Salvad N I ' 
, » t i Isla 
ithe Ii ra vo ‘ 
R ly d'Atiaires of 
e hepuol n il Ame 
i Mapoi A 
and Eula t Ediuon , Muslin, $5; lialt Call, $4 


ITS HISTORY, STIRRING INC! 
\DVENTUKES By kh 
Gi gp broek, D.D. Beautifully lilustiated. Lt 





| FRED MARKHAM IN RUSSIA; or, The Boy T 
| elers in the La i zar. Ly W.-M. G. Kineston, 
} keq., Author of “Salt Water,” *ieter the W hater, 
“ : th,” “Maneo,” &c. Profusely and ele- 
y lil at Smuil 4'0, Muslin gilt, 75 cents. 





c ICHARD THE SECOND 
\ 


Ou ABBOTT. it 


han ul 


RICHARD THE THIRD, OF 
potr. With en iliun 
ravings. lémo, M 


, 5 cents, 








THE HAPPY HOME. By Kirwan. Author of 
“ Letters to Bishop Hughes," ** Romanism at Home.” 


16imo, Muslin, 5U cents. 


ISAAC TAYLOR'S WUKLD OF MIND. The World 
of Mind. An kliementary Book By isaao TAYLOR 
Author of * Wesley and M * Lo and J@o- 
uitism,’’ “Natural History of Euthusiasm,” &c., c&c, 


lzmo, Musiin, $1 Ov, 








ATKINSON'S SIBERIA. Oriental and Western 5i- 
beria: A Narrative of Seven Year's Explorations and 
3 in Siberia, Mongolia, the Ahirgis Steppes, 
Chine-e Tartary, and pa entral Asia. By Tuomas 
Wit.tam Atkinsox. With a Map and numerous spiiit- 
ed dilustratious, Svo, Muslin, $3 00, 








GIESELER'S ECCLESIASTI 
| Text-Book of Church History. B 
Translated from the Fourth Kevised German 


CAL HISTORY. A 
y Dr. Joux UC, L. Gres- 














ELER 
dition, By Samur. Davipson. LL! id Rev, Joum 
WInsTanLey l.vLt, M.A. A New rican Edition, 
Revised and Evited by Rev. Lexry puiTH, D.D., 

Profess t wy, New York, 

Vol p, $6 .5. 

| SCENES OF ,LIFE. A Novel. The Sad 

i J t es of the »s Bart - (ifil Love- 

| Story.—Janct's By Gzorce Lx1or. vo, 
Paper, 5) cents. 


LOTUS-FATING. A Summer-Book. 3 
Viintigm Cortis. Beautifully Muctrated from Designs 
l Ilalf Calf, $1 60, 





PRANDRETH’s PILLS ARE SAFE AND 
D RiLIABLE, especialiy adapted for the cure of 





| s and liver complaints, dys} id t and 
is in the head " rn, and ¢t il, some 
fe g aft eal Da ré r fla 
| " mac d lea 
r r ¢ mical costi < is bey 





omposilion, they do 





mate, Purely vegetable . 

t occasion any confinement to the house or alteration 
from the usual djet. Their operation is mild and pleas- 
aut, save when the impurities of the system have become 
highly vitiated, aud even then the slight it convenience 
is immediately forgotten in the amazing liveliness and 
vigor which fi slows. The Brandreth pills destroy worms, 
purify the blood, remove all causes of irregularity in the 
functions of every organ, and are thus a treasure of heaith 
oth sexes. Their virtues surpass all eulogy, and 
must be used to be fully appreciated. Sold at 25 cents 
1 box, with full directions, at No. 241 Hudson Street, No. 
2% Bowery, and at Dr. B,. BRANDRETINS privci,al 
fice, Beandre:h Builling, New York. Entrance No. 
The above pills, sugar-coated, 18 cents 











4 Cana dt cet. 
} pit. ii. JAMES, THE RETIRED PHY- 
D SICIAN, discovered, while in the dast Indies, a 
certail re for 


r consumption, asthma, bronchitis, coughs, 












S 1 al debility: ‘The remedy was disc vered 
by him when his only child, a dang!.ter, was ¢ n up to 
die. His child was cured, and is now alive aud well 
Desirous of benefitting his fellow mortals, he will send 
to thove who wich it, the recipe containing full directions 


for making and using this remedy, free, on  eceipt of 
their name. Address, O. P. BROWN, No, 19 Grand 


Street, Jersey City, } ; J. 




















(Serene 


TO ADVERTISERS 
HARPER’S WEEKLY. 
A MAGNILICENTLY ILLUSTRATED PAPER, 
CIRCULATING LN BVBRY SECTION OF TUE UNION, 

Offers unusual inducements to those who desire to bring 
their business pr minently before the community. 

1, Only a limited space is devoted to Advertisements. 

2. The character and diffusion of the circulation are 
unequaled. 

3. The Paper is generally preserved for Binding. 

4. The Advertising Pages are rendered attractive, and 
can not esca 

5. None but the most respectable class of Advertise. 
ments are admitted 


e the attention of the reader, 





6. The charges are not'as large, proportionally, as 
those of any other Weekly or Daily Paper. 
A Liberal Discount will be made to those wishing to 
Advertise for Three Monthr or more, 
Trrus.—F ty Cents a Line. 
HARPER & BROTHERS. 


i 188-ME-QUICE, 
THE FAVORITE PERFUME, 
Distilled from Fragrant 
——— TULIPS —— 
Kiss-me-quick, the Perfume, 
hiss-me-quick, the Sachet, 
Kis<-me-quick Soap. 
EUGENE DUPUY, Chemist and Family Druggist, 
609 Broadway. 
SINGER'S NEW FAMILY SEWING MA- 
h CHINES.— No other sewing machine for family 
use ever equaled this, either as re cts the beauty of the 
wachine or the perfection and variety of its work. Call 
atid examine it 
I. M. SINGER & CO., 458 Broadway, New York, 


THE NORTHWEST COAS 








r. 
NORTHWEST COAST; or, Three 

P idence in Washi n Territory. By 
Map and ous Ilustrations, 


HE 
\ » 


ears’ Wx 






; » received as a valuable contribution 
to r stores of info i 
thin : e Western sho: 
rativ ulivened by personal incideuts and adventurea, 
and by legenc ud ar Tete illustrative of cheracter 


the natives of the fore.t,—Philadelphia Christign 









In this book we find t ratisfactory acconnt yet 
I ished of onr * Northwe*t Coast.” The deserip 
t d incidents are ott full of life, and the 
t of natives are depich hha 
uralness that vouches for its fidelity. —Z 


A region whic) has never before been daguerrdotyped 
by the explorer and described Mr. Swan has given us 
a very readable book. It abounds in incident, and in- 





< a Vast Variety « } inceted with Indian life, 
cha fthe count y, and the business prosecuted 
here we Transcript. 

I HARPER & BROTHERS, Franklin 
Squa k. 








74 Se SARSAPARILLA— 
b Is celebrated for the cure of Sororuna, Séorbutic 
Eruptions, and the nume ous diseases arising from an 
impure and vitiated state of the blood, 

P epared and sold by A, B. & D. SANDS, 100 Fulton 
Street, New York. ‘ 


2 
‘ODFREYS EXTRACT OF ECDER 
ST rLoweks. H 
The sweetest and really the most perfect 
BEAUTIFIER IN NATURE. 4 
This admirable preparation of Elder Flower fs very 
fragrant as a perfume. Elder Flowers have, fhom the 
earliest ages, been esteemed as a miid and barntiess, yet 
most perfect beautifier of the Skin. Tan, Suh-burns, 
Freckles, Redness, &c., it will speedily aud completely 
reiove, 
CHILDREN.—It is singularly beneficial and ilerfoctty 
innocuous even to the youngest infant, 
>HAVING.—It is valuable beyond any thing, eonihita- 
ting every pimple and all roughness, rendering he skin 
soft and firm, preparing it so completely for the tazor. 
Fapi.y Lotion.—Godfrey's Extract of erase 











w 1! be found beyond all praise, and needs only 4 trial to 
be approved 
ELGENE DUPUY, Family Chemist, 
GW) Broadway,QN. Y. 


A SBLENDID NUMBER. 
I ARPER'S -NEW MONTHLY (es 





ZINE FOR SEPTEMBER. 
CONTENTS. 
THE FINISHING SCHOOL, 
lilustrated by Twelve Engravings. 
THE TRIBES OF THE THIKTY-FIFT 
ALLEL. 
Illustrated by Fifteen Engrevings, 


THE DEATH OF LOUIS XVI. By Joun | 


PAR- 


Au- 
BOTT. 
Illustrated by Three Engravings. 
OUR CHARLEY. 
Illustrated by Six Engravings. 
MARK WILTON'S WIFE 
LYDTA LANKFORTS WEDDING. 
IN THE AUTUMN, 
OUR HUSBANDS. 
TUE LOST KOOM, 
MEMOINS OF GENERALS LEE, caret, STE- 


PHEN, AND DARKE 
THE IDENTIFICATION, : 
THE VIRGINIANS. By We M. Tuacnera 
ILLUSTRATIONS.— Kad News from Tunbri§ge.— A 
Faint ng bit.—bFour Head-Pieces, 
Cuapter XAXVIL In which various Mat}hes are 
fought 
Cuaptrer XXXVIIT. Sampeon and the Phijgstines. 
CMAPTI LXAIX. Harry to the Rescue. 6 
Cuarter XL. In which Harry pays off an ¢ 
and iucurs some new ones 
MUNCHALSEN REDIVIVUS 
MONTIULY RECORD OF CURRENT EVI 
LITERARY NOTICES. Books of the Mont 
EDITORS TABLE, 
EDITOR'S EASY CILAIR. 
EDITOR'S DRAWER 
A NEW 8YSTEM OF MUSICAL NOTATI 
ILLUSTRATIONS. —A Stave. 4 Har,—A Doi 
—A High Note.—A Low N —A shake.—A ? 
Sharp. —A Flat.—A Natural Consequence.—An 


i Debt, 









TS. 





FASITIONS FOR SEPTEMPER. 
ILLUSTRATIONS. — Equestriaa Costume. 
Ilats.—livud Cop.—Under-Sleeva, 


One ¢ y for One Year . ‘ ° ° 
Two Copies for One Year. . . » 
Three or more Copies for One Year (each) 
‘itra Copy, gratis, for every Club of 

" i8 
he Vovtage upon “ Harrgr'’s Mae@agine’ pnust be 
paid at the Office where tt is received. The Iietage is 
Thirty-six Cents a year. 
HARPER & BROTHERS, PUBLIS}ERS. 


Svb- 
























— een ae eee Stee dante 





IIARPER'S WEEKLY. _ 











THE 


i BEFORE THE CABLE WAS LAID. 


It is demonstrated almost to a certainty that the paying out machinery and 

the cable itself ere inadequate to obtain the result wished 

} mcre, and the news of a new failure will make it plainer still that the opera- 
tions have been conducted by men unqualified to overcome the 


they had to contend with.—N. Y., Tribune, Aug. 3. 


H] 


bi, 
‘Nil 


NEW YoRK TRIBUNE ON THE TELEGRAPH CABLE. 





| BEFORE THE QUEEN'S MESSAGE. 


for. A few days 


ties 


bune, Aug. 16. 


We can not quite suppress a painful suspicion that the cable has not been 
stretched fully across the Atlantic at all—that there has been no communica- 
tion whatever with Valentia, and will be none till another wire shall have 
been laid, and more successfully than this one. In short, we have a shudder- 
ing suspicion that our electricians have been deceived by the return to them 
on the cable of their own messages, after the manner of an echo.—N. Y. Tri- 





[Avousr 28, 1858. 





AFTER THE MESSAGE. 


When the Niagara arrived she and her gallant officers were received with 
an electric enthusiasm such as ought to greet those who assisted at the nup- 
tials of the Old World and the New. 
Field and Captain Hudson, * * Let the ditcher throw down his spade and 
the woodman his axe, let the poor forget their sufferings and the rich their 
cares, while we raise one more general and hearty cheer for the success of 
the trans-Atlantic Telegraph.—N. Y. Tribune, Aug. 19. 


We shower benedictions upon Mr. 





Mihi. 








Beauty. “Oh, do 
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! please sit on my horse’s head !” 








Fasnionas_e Youxc Man to Breavry 1x Distress. ‘‘ Aw, can I do any thing for you?” 





ADVERTISEMENTS. 


Tse FLOWER OF THE FLOCK. 


By PIERRE EGAN, Esq. 


Modern fiction has no pages that surpass the “ Flower 
of the Flock” in all the qualities that go to make a great 
romance. In plot, eharacters, language, it is all ‘one 
pure and perfect chrysolite.""——Zxaminer. 

Now xeady, price 50 cents. 

FREDERIC A. BRADY, 
126 Nassau Street, N. Y. 

Send for Brady's Mammoth Catalogue of all the latest 


and best Publications, mailed free on addressing as 
above, 





6“ (THE BOUDOIR SEWING MA- 
CHINES,” Harris Patent, are now so gener- 
ally in use (being the Family favorite), that special ref- 
erences, with a view to prove its utility or value, have 
become unnecessary. Those about purchasing will find 
four patterns to select from at 444 Broadway, near Grand 
Street, N. Y. G. C. MUNSON, Agt. 
F S—Ciseulers and Specimens of werk by miail if de- 








R. MUNDE'S WATER-CURE AT FLOR. 
ENCE, M \ 
Depot), Fries foc Paton ste rons, he Nerthamp- 





ten 


HEELER & WILSON’S SEWING MA- 
CHINES.—NEW and VALUABLE IMPROVE- 
MENTS. — A new Tension and a Hemmer that turns 
hems of any width without previous basting. Office, 343 
Broapway, New York. 


DIAGRAM OF THE LOCK STITCH. 
This is the only Stitch that can not be raveled, and 
that presents the same appearance upon each side of the 
seam. It is made with two threads, one upon each side 


of the fabric, and interlocked in the centre of it. Send 
for circular. 


T° CASH AND SHORT TIME BUYERS. 


New Stock or 
RIBBONS AND DRESS TRIMMINGS. 








MITCHELL & McLINTOCK, 
529 Broadway, 
OPPOSITE METROPOLITAN HOTEL, 
ARE NOW PREPARED TO SHOW ONE OF THE 
most select and desirable stocks of the abeve goods te be 
seen in the city. 


GENTS WANTED to sell a Chart of the 
ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH, with Portrait of Cy- 
RUS W. FIRLD, and other valuable Works, 








Lk, D. BARKER, 848 Broadway, New York. 





WILL BE READY, 
On the 29th day of August, 
The first Number of the 
OSTON SATURDAY EVENING EX- 
PRESS, 

A FIRst-cLass WEEKLY, devoted to Polite Literature, 
Local and Foreign Intelligence ; interesting Correspond- 
ence from such Writers as John Brougham, * Belle Brit- 
tan,” and others; Dramatic, Musical, Literary, and Fi- 
nancial matters, &c. In brief, just such a paper as every 
New England man of intelligence, at home or abroad, 
will deem indispensable—a perfect weekly compendium 
of all that is essential to be known of Boston and New 
England life and incident. 

Terms $2 00 per annum, payable in advance. Single 
copies for sale at all Periodical Depots and by Newsmen. 

Address JONES & PARKER, 

Editors and Proprietors, 
No. 2 Water St., Boston, Mass. 


—_—________1_____ 

66 OOM & FOWLER’S” 
WALNUT.OIL MILITARY SHAVING SOAP, 
G suit the most fastidious. 

JOHN B. VROOM, onty Maker, 72 Cherry St., N. Y. 


TWATER’S PATENT $15 anv $25 SEW- 
ING MACHINE received the First Premium over 
Singer's and Wheeler & Wilson’s, at the State Fair, held 
at Buffalo, October 9th, 1857 
The Cheapest and 





Best SEWING MACHINE in the 


Office, 408 Broap New Y 
way, New Youre, 
Send for Circular, 
site nl H. C. BU co., 


- RTMAN & 
Sole Agent fer the United States, 


Sopa Asn, FoaP PowDEE, 
NEWOASTLE Sat Sopa, PREPARED POTASH. 
BI CARBONATE SODA. 
also, 

PERFECTLY PURE 
CREAM TARTAR, 
Prepared under our own supervision. 
Sold in papers of 1 oz. to 10 Ibs., in boxes of 10 to 100 
lbs., or in original packages of our own importation, of 
the best brands. 


** Excerstor DietTetio," "ts Exrea Rertvep Fam- 
** DouUBLE REFINED ‘ “ ILY,"" AND 
Pure,” ( “ PuLvertzzp Sopa.” 





} SALAERATUS, 
! Made at our “ Cuzmtoat Works,” Jersey City, the only 
| one of the kind in the Union! 
| Our Saleratus, of their various grades, 
} Warranted TEN pre CENT. better, for the price, than can 
| be obtained elsewhere. 
Also, 

Ovr Hianty Improved anp CELEBRATED 

EXCELSIOR YEAST POWDER, 
PROVED RELIABLE—Gives the Best Satiafaction ! 


Our Articles are First Class. and are put up expressly 
for the Wholesale Jobbing Trade. 


Buy of us—we are the first hands! 





We have the various qualities of impure Sur. Carn. 
Sopa and Cream Tartar, which we sell, when required, 
as the packers and mixers say they do, 
| ** Less than first cost |" 

Call on us. 
| THOMAS ANDREWS & CO, 
} 











Manufacturers and Importers, 
136 & 188 Cedar, near West Street, New York. 





{;RENCH PROTESTANT INSTITUTE for 
YOUNG GENTLEMEN, Nos. 48 and 50 East 24th 
| Street, near Madison Park, Boarding and Day School, 
| will re-open on Sept. 15th next. Classics, Mathematics, 
| English, Spanish, German languages, besides the French, 
| which is the language of the School. A Junior Depart- 
| ment has been added. For details, references, &c., cir- 
| culars to be had. 
| Prof. ELIE CHARLIER, Director. 


| Fort PLAIN SEMINARY 


AND 
FEMALE COLLEGIATE INSTITUTE. 

W. HL, BANMISTER, A.M.,....c.cccccsscosss Principal. 

A First Class Seminary, pezfectly arranged, beautifal- 
ly located, and with an able corps of Teachers. 

Board and Tuition in Common English per Term of 
fourteen weeks, $35 00 if paid in advance. 

Fall Term opens, August 23d. Winter Term opens, 
December 14th. 

Address the Principal, Fort Plain, N.Y. 


AMERICAN INSTITUTE 
FAIR 
will open at 











CRYSTAL PALACE 
Goods received on and 4 Sept. 7th. 
HARPER’S WEEKLY, 
A FIRST-CLASS ILLUSTRATED PAPER. 
THE BEST AND CHEAPEST 
FAMILY NEWSPAPER IN THE WORLD. 








Frvz Cents a Numper; $2 50 a Year. 





TERMS OF HARPER'S WEEKLY. 
One Copy for Twenty Weeks. . 
One Copy for One Year. . . . ..- 
One Copy for Two Years . . . .. 
Five Copies for One Year. . . .~ « 
Twelve Copies for One Year. . . - 
Twenty-five Copies for One Year . .« 
An Extra Copy will be allowed for every Club of TWELVE 
or TWENTY-FIVE SUBSCRIBERS. 


*,*\Persons li in the City of New Fook vating 
«Harper's Weekly’ left at their houses, will please 
their names and residences, with the subscription mon- 
ey, to the Office of n. 
HARPER & BROTHERS, Pustisnens, 
Franklin Square, New York 








